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A FORTY-FIVE HORSEPOWER RABBIT HUNT 
IDLE DAYS ON CANSO @ WYOMING LION HUNT 
A TRIP AFTER TROUT 2 COOK'S MOTOR BIKE 





Don’t be an Ostrich 


The Ostrich shuts its eyes. shoves its head in the sand, and thinks it is hidden. 
No use shutting your eyes to facts—read this unsolicited letter—one of thousands 
received: 

THE GEM CUTLERY CO., PHILADELPHIA, March 4, 1907. 
Gentlemen :—I take much pleasure in saying that | consider the GEM JUNIOR SAFETY RAZOR the best that I have ever used, and 
I rather feel that I am an authority on the question of Safety Razors, having been shaving every day with one for the past 19 years. 
I began with the Star Safety and have bought nearly every new Safety Razor that has come out since, including the Gillette, which 
I have used for nearly two years. Last summer I bought one of your GEM JUNIOR SAFErY RAZORS more as a joke than any- 
thing else, and it has been so much superior to anything that I have previously used that I do not expect to try any more experi- 
ments. I can only add that if a man is not satisfied with the GEM JUNIOR SAFETY RAZOR, he is hard to please. 
Very truly yours, (Signed), J. H. TAYLOKx, JR., Land Title Pullding. 


Safety 


“Gem” Junior Razor 


With Seven a | 00 
Selected Blades ~~ 


Set consisting of nickel silver plated frame, com- 
bination shaving and stropping handle and 7 keen 
steel blades in handsome case, sent prepaid on 
receipt of price and if after 10 days’ trial 
you are dissatisfied—your money returned. 


**Gem”’ Junior Special Set with 12 blades in extra fine case, $1.50 


New Blades for Old Ones. The “GEM JUNIOR” blades are unequalled for hardness and edge, but when dull, if you 
prefer, instead of stropping, we will send in exchange, 7 new ones, for 7 old ones, and 25c. Shaving will therefore cost you next 
to nothing. Order through your dealer, or of us. 


Gem Cutlery Co., 34 Reade Street, New ¥y 4 


The oldest and best safety razor manufacturers. Maters of ‘* The Gem,” “Zinn” and ‘Gem Funior.” 











GENTLEMEN Men Swear By Them — Not At Them 


WHO DRESS FOR STYLE 


NEATNESS, AND COMFORT COPIFORT FOR YOU 


WEAR THE IMPROVED 


BOSTON Washburne?: Fastener 
GARTER | a) By sutwoecs:, 


THE RECOGNIZED STANDARD Pee 
“WE The Name is ’ ; go. Small in size 
—- yl! ; wile) —great in utility. 
Key Chain & Ring, 25¢ 
CUSHION ; Cuff Holders - 20¢ 


Scarf Holders - 10c 
BUTTON Bachelor Buttons, roc 


Look for name on fasi- 

LIES FLAT TO THE LEG—NEVER ener; like all good 

SLIPS, TEARS NOR UNFASTENS things it 1s imitated, 
Sample pair, Sitk 50c., Cotton 25c. : - > 

pa ptt tr Sent Postpaid. Catalogue Free. Sold Everywhere. 


GEO. FROST CO., Makers AMERICAN RING COMPANY 


a Boston, Mass., U.S.A, DEPT. 95 wk WATERBURY, 
CONN. 
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BLUE TOP 





CHAMPAGNE 


U.S.AGENTS 
JAMES BUCHANAN &CO.LTD. 


29 BROADWAY, N.Y. 


Please say you saw tit in Field and Stream 
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DUPONT SMOKELESS 


Best For All Kinds of Shooting 


“INFALLIBLE” SMOKELESS 





The Dense Powder for Shotguns. Always the same in any Climate 


“New Schultze” and “New E. C. (Improved)” 
Bt..« Smokeless Powders that are Perfect 


MADF, IN AMERICA BY AMERICANS 


Shells loaded with the above powders can be purchased from any dealer 
in any State in the Union. 





E.I. ds Pont de Nemours Powder Company 


Established 1802 Wilmington, Delaware 

















Please say you saw it in Field and Stream 





































In June issue—Salmon and Bass Fishing, Canoeing, Houseboating, 
Camping and Log Cabin Building are a few of the timely features. 
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(Cover drawing by Paul Bransom) 
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fishing for frogs. 
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When the trout of Newfoundland were on the rise, and the folk behind the flies were 
happy. 
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Illustrated with full-page drawing of mountain lion by Louis Maurer. 
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| Treating also in detail of the varicties of mammal and bird life to be found in the land of 
| the midnight sun 
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The record of five halcyon days on a Wisconsin lake. 
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Just a bit of a walk through southern California in the springtime and a few comments 
thereon. 
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fa When young Hill, of railroad fame, ran down a dodging jack-rabbit on a Montana 
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A pathetic (?) tale of a Fat Man, a Motor Bike, who came into Sudden and Unceremonious 
Conjunction with the broad side of a Jersey Heifer, told in this author's widely known, dry 
brand of humor. 
BosBinG Tip-ups AND A BATCH OF PICKEREL....................-P. D. Stubbs 42 
A day’s sport that would make the Redskin aborigines turn in their graves. 
SALMON FISHING ON MONTEREY BAY... .......-.-02+2e00e0- Walter R. Welch 46 


‘‘Go to Monterey Bay, California, and have a day’s sport with that right royal fish, the 
‘quinnat salmon,’ the finest game fish that swims 


Tee Aomori FRSA. TOO... acis sick ois eee tesenececns .Frank Yeigh 48 


BREEDING HABITS OF THE SMALL-MOUTHED BLACK Bass. 
William M. Thomas, M.D. 52 







































A STRANGE EXPERIENCE IN SALMON FISHING. . ........ .[. Sears Tompkins 54 
CoMPETITIVE FLY AND Bait CASTING AS A POPULAR SPORT....... Lou S. Darting 59 
SPEECH OF JUSTICE LONGLEY BEFORE THE DINNER OF THE CANADIAN CAMP... 62 
A Lerrem FROM ONTARIO, . 6 occ. ccccceescceceres geese Francis H. Welford 65 
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Our noted philosovher from Texas, meets some of the guides up in the Maine woods, 
dives into the social swim at Newport, and ‘‘runs up agin’’ the gun factories of Connecticut 
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must accompany order. 


KENNEL 
PET STOCK- LIVE GAME 


Advertisements will be inserted under this classifieation for FIVE 
CENTS a word for each insertion. 
words. No advertisements accepted for less than fifty cents. Casn 


Special rate ‘for display advertising for breeders under this classiti- 
cation, if not exceeding two inches, $3.75 per inch, $2.00 one-half 
inch. Cash must accompany order. 

Mr. James Watson, the well-known editor of ‘The Dog Book,” 
fs now in charge of the Kennel Department of * Field and Stream.” 
Mr. Watson vill give advice as to dogs and all matters appertainm 
to their care and treatment, and may be addressed at Hackensack. N.J. 


Numbers and Initials « ount as 











Alice Roosevelt’s 
BOSTON TERRIER ‘* FASHION” 
was bred and sold by Fred’k E. Rice. 

Champion Fosco, at Stud, Fee, $25. 
Champion Fosco has beaten every Bos- 
ton Terrior Dog that has been exhibit- 
ed thisseason. Puppies and grown dogs 
for sale. Pedigreed and a 
guaranteed. FRED’K » SESS, 

Pennsylvania Hotel 
35th Street, cor. 8th Avenue, N tewYerk 

















SIRIUS Kennels 

(Registered with American Kennel Club) 

High bred, registered and ute 
BOSTON TERRIERS 
Young stock and house broken dogs for sale. As. sred 
—Murray’s Chirstie, No. 8 55 ‘ee, $10. Add 
ARTHURC. TYLER, NEWS ITAIN, N, CONNECTICUT 
) 











Mason A., 84202. Also several fine 

For Sale puppies eligible for registration; 

males. $25; females, $20. At stud, Ch. Teddy A. 

G0875. $20; Mason A., 84202, $15; Brigand A. 106033, 
15. 

Mrs. B. W. Andrews, Woodbury, N. J. 


DOGS BOARDED—Reasonable rates. Good care. Ref- 
rences given. Penataquit Kennels, P. O. Box 500, 

Sey Shore, N. Y. 

“THE STANFORD BEAGLES”—'‘GET THE BEST.’ 


Show specimens, stud dogs, brood cee, grown young- 





sters and puppies innumerable this spring. Catalogue, stud- 
ecards and photos, 6c stamps. ‘‘Stanford Kennels,” Ben- 
gall, N. Y 





FOR SALE—Pointer dog, thirteen months old, handsome 

orange and white, medium size, fine nose, fast ranger, just 
right to break. Price, $32.50 cash. Address ‘‘Dog,’’ P. O. 
Box 1077, Hartford, Conn. 





FOR PEDIGREED FOXHOUNDS aah the best of breed- 
ing, try M. B. Noble, Otterville, Ill. 





FOR SALE—My pack of high-class ‘‘Walker” dogs, al. 
bred in the purple. Three extra well broken to foxl 

Fast and dead game. A. F. Sampey, Springfield, Mo. 

FOR SALE—Beautifu! Irish Setter Puppies. Send 4 cents 
for illustrated cats logue. « &t ftlubo rad Atlantic, Iowa, 

OUR CHESAPEAKE retrievers were awarded first prize 
at World’s Fair. J. G. Morris & Son, Eaton, Md. 








FOR SALE—Coon, Fox and Rabbit Hounds. Comrade 
Kennels, Bucyrus, Ohio. 

F FOR SALE— Aiveds ale puppies, rough aad ready. Stamp for 
circular, Culberton Kennels, Atlantic, Iowa 





FOR SALE—Bloodhounds, Foxhounds, Irish Wolfhounds 
Norwegian Bearhounds. Illustrated catalogue four cents 
in stamps. Rookwood Kennels, Lexington, Ky. 











At Stud 
MILNSHAW MASHER 


Chocolate-Pomeranian 
FRE $15.00 


ALWAYS ON HAND: French Bulls, Pomer- 
anians, Yorkshire Terriers and Griffon Brux- 


ellois. 
JULES FEROND, 











@Milashaw Masher TELEPHONE : 4439 BRYANT 


Griffons Bruxellois 


The Kingcote Kennels of Hempstead is the largest 
exhibitor of this quaint and fashionable toy breed. 
Puppies by Champion Kingcote Boerke for sale, as 
well as some excellent breeding stock. 


KINGCOTE KENNELS, Mempstead, L. 1. 

















Attention, Bulldog Men 


We have imported at great expense the 
heavyweight bulldog, © 
who has on several occasions Games the Philadel 
phia sensation, Mohomet. If you want 
anything in the bulldog line, write to 


GOTHAM KENNELS, 48 East sist St., NEW YORE 



















PEDIGREED ENGLISH SETTER PUPPIES from field 
workers ready toship. February 20th whelp. $8.00 each. 

Amos Burhans, Lincoln, Neb. 

THOROUGHLY TRAINED DOGS on quail for prairie or 
covert shooting. Can also work a few on Woodcock, 

Terms reasonable. Lock Laddie Kennels, Doniphan, Mo. 





FOR SALE—Beautiful setter pups by Bragg’s Lady’s Count. 
Combined bench and field trial bred Bluebelton Setter 
Bragg at stud. Bluebelton Setter Kennels, Johnsonville, Pa 





FOR SALE—Imported Irish Terrior Dog, male, eighteen 

months old, good specimen, registered; price, $50.00 or 
would consider trade for Mullins Boat, or rifle of equal value. 
Also three English Pointer Pups, $10.00 each. L. T. Green- 
field, North Ave. and Federal St., Allegheny, Pa. 











gyi pe ove eres arcsec SETTERS 
E are now offering for sale three litters of typical English Setters out 


Wer the well-kown dogs--Ch. Rumney Ranger by Gypsy Oakstone, 
Rodfield Stone by Lingfeld Bragg's Spark, Rodfield Stone by Snow- 
flake IV. For prices and full information write NEWTOWN KENNELS 
(Reg. A. K. C.), Elmira, N. Y. 





















MANGE 


CHLOROZONE will cure this. Price, 
$1.00 per gallon fo.b. Cleveland. 
Send cash to us and we will ship 
promptly. We guarantee a cure. 

The Great Western Oil Co. 
C EVELAND, oO. 





Disinfectant Dept. 
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Champion Dog Biscuit 


“THE PEER OF ALL DOG FOODS” 


} iy just as different from prepared dog 
foods in general, as day is from night. 
It pays to be particular in your choice— ~ 
upon it depend the condition, appearance 


and spirit of your dogs. 
SEND FOR FREE SAMPLE AND BOOKLET 





=— 


ST. PAUL BREAD COMPANY | corse 


559 VIEW STREET, SAINT PAUL, MINN. 


1s. Scribner's Sone a: 











GEDNEY FARM KENNELS 


DALMATIANS 





The Going Farm Kennels have the largest and 
best kennel of Dalmatians in this country. mae 
tians are the best watch dogs and all round com- 
panion. No smart equipage is complete without 
them, _ Broken dogs, breeding stock and puppies 
always forsale. Send for stud cards, price list and 
descriptive circulars, 

SIX DOGS AT STUD 
FEES, $15 TO $30 





Gedney Farm Kennels 
F. Appleton, Manager White Plains, N. Y. 











Satisfaction or Money Back. 


The HABERLEIN 
Dog Remedies 


No Experiments. Tried eadapproved! Ferty Years’ Experience. 


DISTEMPER CURE (Comb)......... $1.00 

MANGE CURE.................. . Senete 
ECZEMA CURE................ “50 seat by, mall pre 
CANKER CURE 222) 8 eatetee 

EXTERM' . selection will 
TONIC PILLS... nae et. 
icc ctcenuese oe 25 ~— on receipt of only 
(og ieee 


8 $3.50 


Directions for successful treatment y each 7 
Bend stamp for FREE booklet on dog di 


ED. F. HABERLEIN - McPherson, Kan. 




















lawn Flame 
for description and price. 


J. M. HOLT, - = 


AIREDALE TERRIERS. 


FOR SALE—Two puppies by Ch. The Gamecock ex Oak- 
They are registered and crackerjacks. Write 


Marshalltewn, Iowa 











B O QO K 


Dog Diseases 
AND HOW TO FEED 
Mailed FREE to eny address by the auther. 
M. CLAY GLOVER, D. V.5., = 1278 Broadway, N. Y. 








































PHEASANTS: Ringnecked, Golden, 
Silver, White, Reeves, Amherst, Ver- 
sicolor, Elliot, Soemmering, Impe- 
yan, Peacock, Argus, Melanotus, 

tyr, Tragopans, Prince Wales and 
others SWANS: White, black, black- 
necked and Bewick, Fancy Geese, 
Ducks and Pigeons, Peafowl, Flam- 
ingoes, Cranes, Storks.§ GAME 
BIRDS; Quail, Partridges, Black 
Game and Capercailzies. DEER: Red 


Deer, Fallow, Roe-deer, Axis, J2pan 
ese, Albino, Gazelles, Antelopes, etc 
Wild Boars. Foxes, Hares Rabbits 
Squirrels and Ferrets Bears, Mon 


keys, Dogs. etc. Write for price-list. 



















u\ 
\. 


/L. 


Vaud, 
> 7 






Julius Mohr Jermany 
.. Exporter of Wild Animals 
live Game, Fancy Pheasants & C. 








SPRATT’S PATENT DOG CAKES 


are the BEST 
and CHEAPEST 


We also manufacture spe- 
cially prepared foods for DOGS, 
PUPPIES, CATS, RABBITS, 
POULTRY, PIGEONS, 
GAME, BIRDS, FISH. 

Send for Catalogue, “ Dog Culture’ which contains 
practical chapters on the feeding, kenneling and general 
management of dogs; also chapters on cats. 


SPRATT’S PATENT (Am.) LTD. 


NEWARK, N. J. SAN FRANCISCO, CAL. ST. Louts, Mo. 
CLEVELAND, OHIO BOSTON, MASS, MONTREAL, CAN. 




















THE UTILITY KENNELS 


Offer some choice high-bred lish Setters ana 
Pointers, thoroughly trained and untrained, Bitches 
in whelp and puppies. Place orders now for 


season's shooting dog and com ion or for pw 
for self-education, Address CHAS. A. RAL, 











Bath, N. Y. 
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Old Grist Mill 


It is 
BETTER * 
THAN 
BEEF 





OLD GRIST MILL 


CHARLESTOWN, MASS. 





























3” HAVE You A BIRD DOG?---- THEN YOU WANT 


THE Amateur 
Trainer 


A plain, practical and concise, yet thorough, 
guide in the art of training, nandling and the cor- 
recting of faultsof thedog subserviené to the gun 
afield. Acknowledged by authoritissand amateurs 
alike the most practical book on training ever 
published. The author is a practical trainer of 
over 30 years’ experience whose system is up to 
date and stands unequaled, theacceptedst: 
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ED. F. HABERLEIN. 
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| FIELD AND STREAM, 38 West 2ist Street, New York. 











PURE MONGOLIAN 
PHEASANT EGGS 





Sportsmen are warred that cross-bred birds, often described as 


having come from abroad, are not infrequently offered as ‘* Pure 
Mongolian Pheasants,"’ at prices much lower than those at which 
really pure birds are obtainable. 

Before 1 procured my pure birds, which were imported from the 
Altai mountains in Mongolia by Herr Car] Hagenbeck of Hamburg— 
so far as I am aware the sole importer from the far East of this 
Emperor of the true Phasianide—I had personal experience of this 
fact. Some wretched mongrels said to have come from Hungary, 
were supplied as ‘* Pure Mongolians,”’ at £3 each, by a London 
firm, but when taken to the Zoological Gardens and shown to an 
authority there, were described as containing no Mongolian blood ! 
Needless to say, they were at once returned. 


American game bird fanciers will be supplied with a 
limited number of Pure Mongolian EGGS at 150 
dollars per 100. Shipments in May and early June. 


THE MONGOLIAN PHEASANTRY 


Proprietor: C. E.M RUSSELL, F.Z.S., M.R A.C., Associate Game 
Guild and author of* Bullet and Shot in Indian Forest, Plain and Hill.” 


Hempton Lodge, near Hythe, Kent, England 























FASHION’S DOG 


Revelty bred, registered ENGLISH BULL 
DOGS at reasonable prices for the best ime 
ported stock. The best tempered pets in the 
canine world. Write for prices and particulars 


NAIROD KENNELS (Registered 
515 Second Street ot Brooklyn, N. ¥, 























* Irish Terriers at Stud 


Champion Borthwick Termentor—Best Irish Terrier 
in America. Fee, $25. Bi ey Gamececk—A splendid 
terrier, beautiful coat, long head and an Irishman. 
Fee, $20. Courtland ae ig oye of eighteen 1st 
prizes before he wasa yearold. Fee, $15. 

A few select puppies usually fer sale as well as older 
dogs of the best breeding. Address all communications to 

JOHN G. BATES, Cedarhurst, L. I. 




















USEFUL ORNAMENTAL 


GERMAN SILVER DOG COLLAR PLATES, the finest made, soc. 
Artistic, raised lettering and design, high finish, new peacans far 
—— to = Style of engraving on plate. 
ner coliar plate you never saw. ‘ame of dog, owner and city 
handsomely designed on the plate, repaid b i 4 
CENTS. Get one, it will sineee you. a a re 
Two SIZ&s, 3-4 x 3 inch for the large dogs, 9-16 x 2 1-4 inch for the 
ler breeds. FINE RUSSET LEATHER KENNEL COLLAR, 60c. 
THE MOST SERVICEABLE DOG COLLAR MADE. Best quality 
leather, solid single thickness strap, hand-made and handsomely 
finished, nickle buckle and ming, showy, strong, durable, everlasting. 
Sent » prepaid, on receipt of only sixty cents. This collar and 
above name plate attached wil! be made and sent complete for $1.00. 
Made to lock, including lock and key, 25 cts. extra, Sizes 15 to 22 in, 


long, 1 and 1 1-4 in. wide. 
ED. HABERLEIN, JR. McPherson, Kan. 
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SALE ~ WANT 
AND EXCHANGE 


Advertisements will be inserted under this classi- 
fication for Five CeNTs a word for each insertion. 
Numbers and Initials count as words. No adver- 
tisements accepted for less than fifty cents. Cash 
must accompany order. es : 

Special rate for display advertising under this 
classification, if not exceeding two inches, $3.75 
per inch, $2.00 one-half inch. 














DEEP TROLLING WITHOUT SINKERS Regular $10.50, slightly ased | 


Every man, woman and child who fishes should know 
the good points about our Braided Metal Trolling Lines. 


They are made of the finest and most flexible metal, sixteen 3 

strands being braided into a beautiful, smooth, strong and at 

non-kinking line. Write ao 4 to the Metal Line — - Co., 2 
e 


1099 Dawson Street, New York City, for descriptive leaflet 

and free sample of line. | . E have left a limited number of these splendid rox12 
This line has more weight than any other line, and there- foot Wall Tents, complete with polesand stakes— 

fore will bring your minnow or spoon near big fish, no matter the kind regularly sold every where for $10. 50— which 

how deep down into the water they may be. If the fish we are closing out at $@,'1 each. We made these tents 

are down 25, 50 or 100 feet it makes no difference, the line for the National Cash Register Company's Annual En- 

will reach them. Big sinkers seare ninety per cent. of the campment given to their employees who used them 

fish. - lines catch the big ones that are most easily for only one week—except for this one week’s we, they 

scared. 7112: 5 w and in perfect condition. 
See that the Metal Line Mfg. Co.’s name is on every line eademmenneat tl saapiaguned _ : 

and do not accept any cheap imitations that are sold on Terms, cash with order; money refunded 

the good reputation of our goods. Do not wait until you on request if not perfectly satisfactory. 


fishing bef ing a line. H dy. 
Discount’ to the trade, Address METAL LINE MANU- THE SCHNEIDER COMPANY 


FACTURING COMPANY, 1099 Dawson Street, N. Y. City. 
\No. 54-60 Woodward Avenue, Detroit, Mich, ] 











TREE PORCUPINES cheap, for window display, pets, car- 


L ie | te. es - oe a ig (No postals answered.) 
eee ee Rhode Island Reds 
PIANO FOR SALE—New, and at a bargain price. Address WHITE and Barred Rocks, Wyandottes and 


B., care Fretp anp STREAM Office. Leghorns, Light Brahmas. Hardy, 
— - _ Prolific, Farm Bred Pure Stock. For BIRDS (mod- 











—_— BROTHER, I have discovered the root that will surely erate prices) or “Ecos TO Hatcx” at 10 cents each 
— cure that tobacco habit and indigestion. Let me write — WRITE — 
you about it. C. H. Stokes, Mohawk, Fla. WALTER SHERMAN, Pacific Farm, NEWPORT, R. L 








iG i- 
L FOR SALE—New Lefever gun; all modern improv ts 
. Address ‘‘Gun Bargain,” care FreLp anp STREAM Office. 























ve omen $100 Trrewaress $75 
ire AUTOMOBILES—Ford automobile and Orient buckboard 
red for sale. Can save intending purchaser some money. OLD RELIABLE CONSOLIDATED 
N ») Address P. D. W., care FieLtp aNp STREAM office. TYPEWRITER EXCHANGE 
eo 243 BROADWAY (Est.188:) NEW YORK 
FOR SALE—$35 A-1 Vista camera, brand new, for $17.50 Absolutely Reliable Typewriters 
cash. N. H. Crowell, Farmington, Minn. (all makes). Shipped subject to 








examination anywhere. Send for 
ARGAIN LIST.” 

















“SPECIAL B. Ss 
THE ANGLER’S GUIDE, just out, 200 pages, illustrated 
‘errier _ handsomest and most practical angler’s book ever pub- 
plendid |} lished. a ee a paseo, etc., of S the 
shman. |} ™arine and inland species; 2, shing resorts. Every- 
pen 4 Suse qhows — gee _ + By ~ 1 "9 hs ee Ad- H. A. DRISCOLE, 
ress Nassau Publishing Co., Richmon ill, L. I. 
eee creercerenceeeectces : _|| Game Fish Paintings in Oil 
tionsto |} ELK HEAD, an extra large and fine mounted specimen, GBhowing the actions of fish in life, my specialty. 
killed in Montana. Weise, $200. Adercss B., care References: FizLD AND STREAM, and some of the 
———) FIeEvp AnD STREAM. most eminent authorities and anglers in Am 
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_ dining car asked the waiter to 
. bring him “a cigar.” The waiter 
brought two boxes—one wasa Triangle A 
cigar, and the other an unknown brand. 

“Which is the better?” asked the 
Senator. The waiter recommended the 
unknown brand. “Why?” the Senator 
inquired. The waiter grinned. “Boss 
says that’s the one to push,” he said. 

There’s always just one reason why 
the “boss” wants to “push” any particu- 
lar cigar—big profit for the “boss.” 

That’s why you get the worst of it 
when you pay good money for what is 
offered to you in response to your 
request for “a cigar.” 


| ig ahiged a State Senator on a 


How do you know a good cigar ? 


You can now buy cigars with the 
maker’s guarantee on every box— 
a mark that stands for improved 
quality —better, riper _ tobacco, 
thoroughly matured and actually 
blended—smooth, even-smoking 


cigars, absolutely clean, without in- 
creased cost. 

Whatever you pay, whatever your 
taste, the “A” (Triangle A) mark is 
your guarantee of superior and reliable 
quality and unquestionable value. 


As representative ‘‘Triangle A’’ brands we mention 


Book of complete cigar information sent free 


A postal request will bring you a copy. Send forit today. 


The New Cremo Buck 
Anna Held Spanaflora 
George W. Childs arita ' 
(Cabinets) Stickney’s New Tariff 
Merit Mark 


The Continental 


Chancellor 
Caswell Club 


aos Bengals 

ittle Cigars, 10 for 15c.) 
The Unico 

Benefactor 

Palma de Cuba 


(10c. and 4 for 25c.) 
} 10c. 


Merit Mark 


Department 109 
AMERICAN CIGAR CO., 111 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 
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HARRY H. DUNN 


Much of Mr. Dunn’s work has appeared in Fiz_p anp 
Stream and we are glad indeed to have this opportunity of 
showing his friends just what Mr. Dunn looks like. Mr. 
Dunn is a newspaper man of repute in Los Angeles, California, 
and makes periodical trips into the beautiful country of that 
and other regions with which those who have followed his 
articles have become so familiar. His friends will be glad, we 
feel sure, to see his story ‘‘ On the Road to Mother's”’ in this 
number. 




















By F. F. Sornberger 
HOOKED ONB! 


‘*His brook is wild, because the trout loves waters where boats cannot follow them, nor even lumber logs roll 
free; waters that twist and plunge and shoot and eddy, with many a snag in the midst and fallen *~ees across.’ 
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A TRIP AFTER TROUT 


By E. CLIVE 


prose poems about the tumbling 

rapids and the foam-flecked pools 
and the pellucid ripples and the speckled 
beauties that lurked under the over- 
hanging banks and fathomless spring- 
holes beneath lacy waterfalls, fairly fran- 
tic to impale themselves on hooks cast 
by the veriest novice in the angler’s art. 
Why, it was a cinch! All you had to do 
was to drop in a fly, and before it touched 
the water the surface would be shattered 
into a million diamonds by a leaping rain- 
bow, and the whizzing reel would screech 
a thrilling overture to the exciting drama 
of Mr. Trout’s Farewell to Home and 
Mother. 

Yes, that’s the way Bob talked; and 
so the fire was kindled and soon began 
to burn with a flame that ina little while 
blazed up so brightly as to be absolutely 
unquenchable by anything except a 
really, truly trout stream, and I had no 
doubt that this would only cause the 
flame to smoulder down into a sort of 
quasi-contentment of achievement until 
the next opportunity for battle should 
offer. Oh, I had the fever, all right; and 
besides, I was no tyro in the art. Had I 
not, as a boy, dragged perch, ‘“sunnies” 
and ‘‘catties” galore from their lairs in 
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the mill pond just two fields over past the 
orchard, on Grandpa Driggins’ farm? 
And where in that region had there been 
a more practised hand to force the keen 
barb into the “innards” of the wriggling 
bait, or a surer arm to send the finny 
prize flopping on the bank? Could a 
scant score of years take all that knack 
from a fellow? 

Bob said trout fishing was different, 
but I stopped him. Fishing was fishing, 
I told him oracularly; the difference was 
in degree, not in kind; and if he could 
show me the haunts of his vaunted water 
babies, I would do the rest and prove to 
him that the successful fisherman was 
born, not made, and incidentally, that a 
lot of rot had been written about the diffi- 
culties of trout fishing just because a few 
selfish fellows wanted to scare away from 
their favorite spots the rest of their 
brethren of the hook and line. Yes, sir; 
graft had crept into sport as it had into 
a good many other things since the days 
of old Papa Walton, and it was a shame 
that the gentle art of angling should have 
come under its contaminating influence. 
I grew quite warm as I pierced the pipe 
smoke with this philippic; but Bob only 
smiled—I guess grinned would be nearer 
the word—and said “all right, here is a 
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chance to do a little reforming; come 
ahead and show the rascals up.” 

But he put his foot squarely down on 
the worm question. If I went fishing 
with him for trout, I must use the fly; 
and to this I agreed readily enough. If 
he was willing to take me to places where 
trout were as plentiful as he had said, 
and as eager to take the fly, why, they 
should have it, by all means; particularly 
since the procuring of live worms would 


have been no easy matter for me without 


tearing up a section of bricks in the back 
yard or grubbing in a flower bed in one 
of the public squares near the house— 
and I was unfamiliar with the hours of 
the policemen in the night watches. Then 
again, though the days of the mill-pond 
were somewhat distant, I remembered 
that not always had worms been my lure. 
Many a frog had I pocketed, owing to his 
penchant for a bit of red flannel, and from 
this to a ‘feathered fraud” surely was 
but a step. 

So I hustled to a department store and 
laid in a stock of Green Duns, Violet 
Midges, Dairymuids’ Fancies, Oshkosh 
Quills, Pink Palmers, Hyaline Hackles, 
etc., taking the salesman’s word that each 
and every one was a sure killer and that 
no self-respecting trout could bring him- 
self to refuse to swallow any of the se- 
lection tossed anywhere within his vision. 
A nice, crinkly, brown fly-book that 
looked like real alligator at a little dis- 
tance, with cardboard leaves for the flies, 
alternating with pads of thin canton 
flannel, formed a fitting residence for 
these wonders of the fly-tyer’s art; and 
when these were safely ensconced within 
its covers, I felt that 1 could give odds to 
Charley Hallock or even the late lamented 
Izaak himself. 

I also put myself in my friend, the sales- 
man’s, hands as regarded the selection of 
a rod and line, and when he showed me 
« “genuine hand-made split bamboo,” 
with full nickel trimmings and cork grip, 
“only $2.55, and a rod that never sold 
for a cent less than $3.25 last season, but 
the drummer only had this one left and 
we marked it down,” I grabbed it with 
delight and noted with satisfaction that 
trouting was not such an expensive sport, 
after all. To be sure, the rod looked 
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mighty thin in comparison with those I 
had ever used, but the salesman thrashed 
the air with it and remarked that it was 
awfully tough. 

A “real water-proof silk line,’ about 
the size of a knitting needle, | thought 
completed the outfit, since Bob had 
offered me the loan of a reel, but Mr. Sales- 
man informed me that leaders were also 
necessary. He had to show me what 
they were, for somehow I had missed 
them in my talks with Bob, and I looked 
at the coils of knotted cat-gut with some 
misgivings. The man said they would 
stand a fierce strain, but I wanted to be 
on the safe side, and chose a couple of the 
double, twisted variety. There was no 
sense in hooking a fine trout and then 
have him give you the laugh and steal 
your flies through your lack of foresight 
in taking along the proper tackle. 

I had a pair of rubber boots that came 
almost up to my knee, and although they 
were heavy, clumsy affairs, I decided 
that they would answer the purpose well 
enough. There was too much finicky 
dudishness about these hip waders. For 
the same reason I waved aside the sales- 
man’s talk about basket and landing net. 
I could get my fish out of the water all 
right without any bag on a hoop; and as 
for a basket, what was the matter with 
the good, old-fashioned string with a 
stick tied at the end? 

Of course, Bob would gladly have 
superintended the purchase of all this 
duffle; but I knew these sporting fellows. 
If you did not set yourself back about 
four weeks’ salary for things that a sen- 
sible man could get for one-tenth the 
price, you were in the dub class with 
them; so I dodged the outfitting question 
in our conversation until I managed to 
sneak out st lunch hour a day or two 
before we started, and when I saw him 
down town that night I proudly informed 
him that I was fully armed and ready for 
the fray. 

Well, we could only get two days, 
Monday and Tuesday, and all the pre- 
ceding Sunday I sat home and over- 
hauled my tackle. Surely if ever fisher- 
man went forth equipped te conquer, 
that fellow was going with Bob. That 
evening I met him at the station, and we 
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set out for the stream, some forty miles 
away. It was in the middle of May, and 
Bob said the weather was just right for 
trouting. I did not remember much 
about the meteorological conditions which 
attended my greatest success at the mill- 
pond—any day that I could sneak away 
had suited me all right; but I looked wise 
and remarked that if trout would not 
bite in such weather they must be par- 
alyzed. We soon reached the farmhouse 
where we were to put up for two nights, 
and after a hearty supper, turned in. 

Now, I am not lazy, and I wanted to 
fish; so the first dawn arrows had sca:cely 
pierced the East before I was out of bed 
and down in the dining-room, waiting for 
breakfast. I had forgotten to ask Bob 
when he intended to get up, but took it 
for granted that he would be no less 
eager than I, so I was not a little sur- 
prised to find no one stirring. I looked at 
my watch; it was four o’clock. I did not 
know the location of Bob’s room in the 
big, rambling old farmhouse, and I did 
not like to take it upon me to rouse the 
family and demand my breakfast, so with 
rather an ill grace I decided to await de- 
velopments. Afterstanding in the dining- 
room window for about half an hour, the 
lone sentry act became very monotonous, 
and going outdoors, I lighted a cigar and 
started to inspect the premises. 

It was pretty chilly, even if it was the 
merry month of May; though the heavy 
fog that lay like a blanket over every- 
thing and shut out the view in all direc- 
tions, presaged a bright and perhaps un- 
comfortably warm day a little later. 
Presently the fog lifted and then all 
around I saw well-wooded hills and up to 
the north, about two miles away I dimly 
made out a ravine which I was sure hid 
the gurgling haunt of the much-wished- 
for quarry. 

I was getting more impatient everymin- 
ute, and after a couple of hours spent in 
aimless rambles around the farm, never 
getting out of range of the breakfast bell 
for long at a time, I re-entered the house 
about half-past six, and was delighted 
to find my landlady bustling about the 
kitchen preparing the morning meal. 

At seven Bob appeared, fresh as a 
daisy, and received my reproaches con- 
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cerning his laziness with unconcealed 
astonishment. “Thought you knew 
trout never took the fly much before nine 
o’clock around here” was all the satis- 
faction I could get from him. I had no 
ready reply to this, for the tardy break- 
fast was to me a new phase of his trout- 
ship’s character, and did not seem to 
augur well for the snappy energy with 
which he was to grab the feathered tid- 
bits I had to offer him. So I said nothing, 
and breakfast finished, I got my traps 
together and we started for the purling 
hrook. 

Bob gave a peculiar sort of look at 
my boots, but refrained from making 
any remark concerning them. He did, 
however, ask if I had a pocket basket 
and landing-net, and when I loftily re- 
plied that I considered such things use- 
less encumbrances, he smiled provok- 
ingly and lighted up his pipe without 
another word. Lord, but these sphinx- 
like fellows are aggravating! Why can’t 
a man come out like a man and say 
what he thinks, and not just grin like a 
“‘chessy-cat”’? 

In about three-quarters of an hour of 
walking and scrambling over and through 
the hardest kind of country for a man 
used to brick and asphalt, we reached the 
banks of the stream; and my spirits, 
which had been somewhat dampened by 
the badness of the going, rose as I looked 
at the rushing, tumbling goal of my 
journey. It was a lovely spot, all right; 
and any man who had been for twenty 
years cooped up between stone and steel 
skyscrapers had a right to draw longer 
breaths than he had ever done since he 
was a kid. The water came tumbling 
over a ledge of rocks about three feet high 
and spread out in a swirling, foam-flecked 
pool just at the point where we caught 
our first glimpse of it through a tangle of 
laurel bushes. I was for yanking the 
branches apart and forcing my way right 
to the brink of the stream, but Bob 
grabbed me. ‘Easy, boy,” he grinned; 
“if you go at it like that, your creel will 
be a light one. This pool is one of the 
best places on the stream. So keep out 
of sight, and we’ll see what we can get 
out of it.” 

I was too all-fired proud to ask him 
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what he meant by a “creel,” so I let it 
go at that and watched him get his tackle 
ready, following suit as closely as I could. 
I got the rod put together, the reel fas- 
tened on and the line run up through 
the little rings. Then I stopped. I 
couldn’t do a!l this as fast as Bob, and 
by the time I had gotten so far he was 
already putting on his fly—or rather, 
flies, for I saw that one was not enough 
to suit him. I waited till he had every- 
thing ready, and then casually asked to 





‘have a look at the complete affair. What 


I really wanted was to see how he had 
that confounded leader fixed, but I 


wasn’t going to say as much to him. I° 


also took note of the way he had the flies 
put on, but was astonished at the frail 
and delicate look of the whole outfit. I 
handed it back with a ‘‘ Looks pretty 
ship-shape, old man; but how in the world 
you expect to catch anything larger than 
minnows with a rigging like that beats 
me;” and I regarded my own substantial 
tackle with increased satisfaction. Why, 
his rod couldn’t have weighed much over 
a quarter of a pound, and that line and 
leader—oh, well, of course, if a fellow 
wanted to fish with spider webs it was 
his own business. 

While I was endeavoring to attach my 
leader and fly—one was enough for me- 
Bob found a place where he could get 
pretty close to the water’s edge behind 
some bushes, and sent his flies sailing onto 
the pool. There was nothing doing at 
first, but instead of waiting to see if an 
inquisitive trout wouldn’t come along 
in a little while and investigate, he jerked 
them back and tried it again something 
nearer the foot of the little cascade. 
Then I saw it. There was a flash in the 
water and Bob’s rod leaped back a few 
inches and then bent like a bow. I 
looked to see it snap the next instant. 
“Drop that crazy whip,” I yelled, ‘and 
grab the line!” Though the Lord knows 
[ really didn’t expect that to hold any 
better. But Bob wasn’t paying any atten- 
tion to me. He just seemed to be driving 
that trout around that pool like a buggy 
horse, keeping the line as tight as a fiddle 
string, and steering him away from sunken 
trees and thick patches of grass in a way 
that was a caution to see. Finally he 
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coaxed him up pretty close, and somehow 
or other he got that darned net under 
him and scooped him out. kicking like 
a mule. He measured fifteen inches from 
nose to tail, and I want to tell you he 
was a beauty. 

Well, that settled it. There was no 
holding me back then; and _ bursting 
through the bushes, I dumped that Pink 
Palmer into the pool. I waited a few 
minutes to let it sink well down, which it 
did slowly enough, for it was light and 
dry, and so was that confounded leader. 
But even after I was sure it had gotten 
snugly on the bottom there was nothing 
doing, so I reluctantly pulled it up again 
and flopped it in about the same place 
Bob had cast when he hooked the good 
one. Still no sign of a fish, so I became 
disgusted and decided to follow Bob, who 
was now wading straight down the 
stream, sending his line far ahead of him 
to right and left. I got in a little below 
the pool, where the water was not more 
than a foot deep, and plunged forward 
boldly, thrashing out valiantly with about 
thirty feet of line. That is to say, I had 
every intention of thrashing out with it, 
but as I attempted to bring it forward 
after the first backward swish, I felt a 
tug and my heart leaped into my mouth 
as I thought of the whale that must have 
risen up behind me and seized that fly. 
A backward glance revealed nothing, 
however, but one of those infernal laurel 
bushes holding on to the unfortunate 
Palmer with a death grip. There was 
nothing for it but to flounder back 
the whole length of the line and dis- 
entangle it, and as the pool was too deep 
to admit of doing this in the water, | 
had to scramble out on the bank. By 
the time I got the fly loose, trout fishing 
had sunk about fifty points in my esti- 
mation, and I was pretty nearly ready 
to throw up the whole thing and cut for 
the farmhouse. But down the stream I 
caught sight of Bob battling with another 
victim, and I decided that it was a little 
too early to quit. So into the stream I 
went again, but at a slightly different 
place, farther down and nearer Bob. 

Here the bottom was more rocky and 
I had to pick my way with more care, 
and more than once the water rippled 











































perilously near the top of those yawning 
boots. When I thought myself at a likely 
place, I let that Palmer go again with 
a shorter line, and managed to get it out 
in front of me. It hit on a projecting 
branch and dropped off lightly enough 
into the water, and instantly something— 

to this day I don’t know whether it was a 
trout or not—grabbed it. Over my head 
flew the rod, with a force that would have 
yanked a bucket of coal up in the air, 
and up flew my heels after it. The next 
moment I was pawing wildly among the 
eel grass in a foot of ice water, and my 
rod was careering gaily down stream. 
to be rescued by Bob. I had had enough. 


By George Helder 


““UM—AH ” 


A WISH 


By R. RUDD 
I’m sad, I know The fish 
To-night, If I 1 would. 
Feel bad, Could go I wish 
All right. And try I could! 
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I crawled out on the bank, shaking off as 
much of the brook as I conveniently 
could, and hit the back trail for the farm, 
turning a deaf ear to Bob’s mingled 
shrieks of mirth and coaxings to come 
back and try it again. 

But that night, as, dry and warm, I 
inspected the fine catch which had re- 
warded Bob’s efforts, my feelings soft- 
ened ; and the next day, with the humility 
becoming one who had been baptized in 
the faith, I took some lessons in the art, 
and actually succeeded in landing (with 
Bob’s assistance at the net) a good one- 
pounder; so that my first “trip after 
trout” was not entirely fruitless, after all. 














IDLE DAYS ON CANSO 


By B. W. MITCHELL 


BUNDLE of fly rods constituted 
A what we regarded as about the 
most important part of our equip- 
ment as we pulled slowly out of the splen- 
did depot of the Intercolonial Railway 
in Halifax. Of course there were reels 
and lines and books of flies, not to men- 
tion waders and other sundries, but these 
were packed away with such prosaic 
objects as shirts and stockings and—et id 
genus omne, while the rods were in evi- 
dence and could be lovingly glanced at 
now and then, and many a filmy air 
castle could be built around them. And 
then there was the gratitude we owed 
them; for on the dock at Halifax when 
we had bid good-bye to our ship a few 
hours before, we had walked up to the 
customs officer, rods in hand, prepared for 
an ordeal involving much tossing about 
of the multifarious contents of a trunk 
after the fashion of the nonchalant piracy 
practised in New York, and that kindly 
official, glancing at the rods, said, as he 
wrote his hieroglyph in blue chalk on the 
trunk: “Oh, you’re fishermen; I’ll not 
trouble you.” All fishermen are of a 
species of sublimated beings, you see, 
open of countenance, honest of heart, 
and deserving of trust. ‘“‘One touch of 
Nature makes the whole world kin:” that 
is one great truth; and another is that 
fishing rods are on the list of mankind’s 
choicest blessings. ‘‘Man’s Debt to His 
Fishing Rods” may yet be the theme of 
some learned philosophical treatise in 
years to come, when it shall be realized 
how they “‘knit up the ravelled sleeve of 
care” and are the real fairy wands with 
powers of poetry and art, high thoughts 
of the universe and its laws, and even 
powers of health and rest in their magic 
touch. 

Nova Scotia is a land of beauty. The 
deep green of its timbered mountains, the 
pure mirrors of its enchanting lakes, 
delight the eye ever, and we thoroughly 





enjoyed it, rolling along in comfort on 
the Intercolonial. 

What I have said elsewhere of official 
courtesy to strangers in this favored land 
applies in full measure to the trainmen. 
At the risk of wearying, one instance must 
be given. Our train conductor, telling 
most interestingly of the country and its 
products, mentioned the wonderful wild 
strawberries of Nova Scotia, the most 
delicious fruit in the world, which carpet 
the meadows and bear abundantly well on 
toward August. The thoughtless exclaim- 
ing of a lady’s wish has not much effect 
on American train conductors; but a small 
pail of delicious berries was handed to us 
at the next stop. 

Excessive speed is not attained on the 
Intercolonial: “‘We don’t care to burn 
space and time like you do in the States,”’ 
said one of the engineers. But comfort 
is attained ; and the ride across the penin- 
sula had nothing in it to mar the contin- 
uous scenic delight, until suddenly there 
came a shimmer of blue to the left, and 
Northumberland Strait gleamed and 
sparkled in the sunshine, opening out into 
the tossing and ever troubled waters of 
the Gulf of St. Lawrence. Then, flying 
along that shore of romantic history, one 
vista of beauty after another unfolded 
itself, till as we passed the landward hump 
of massive Cape Porcupine, the Straits 
of Canso lay beneath us and we switch- 
backed “down into the little town of Port 
Mulgrave. 

We had made plans that included Mul- 
grave as a sort of general headquarters for 
attacks on the Novi Scotia trout; but 
before we whip the stream, a word of 
Mulgrave itself. Mulgrave and Peter 
Grant aresynonyms. Mulgrave without 
Peter Grant would be a waste; for Peter 
keeps the Seaside Hotel. ‘This is a little 
frame hotel, quiet and unpretentious, 
with a balcony where one can bask, feast- 
ing the eye on Canso and its beautiful 


















shipping; just a quiet little village hotel, 
but with Peter and his genial wife in 
charge, it is the best hotel in the world. 
Peter is a genuine landlord of the old 
school, who counts his guests his sons 
and daughters, and coddles them, and 
humors them, and feeds them on what 
they love to eat, and suggests daily happy 
ideas for pleasure. Who knows Peter 
loves him; and many Americans know 
him, men who could count their millions, 
and they stop at his little hotel and live 
and feel the pleasures of home, real home, 
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“Home!” shouted the delighted Boni- 
face, ‘Do ye call this home? X—. Y.— 
Z—. did, too!” ‘Our standing with Peter 
was assured. 

A wonderful sheet of water is this 
Strait of Canso. Only a fraction of a mile 
wide, the tides race through at terrific 
pace, with sucks and whirls and rips that 
threaten to engulf the amphibious kids 
learning to sail their little home-made 
boats. But everybody is born a sailor 
here, and there seem to be no casualties. 
Yet the tides are so fiercely swift that 





LOBSTER FISHERIES 


ON STRAIT OF CANSO 


The above isa typical shack used by the lobster fishermen, who during the season desert their little farms 
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as they never could do elsewhere; no, 
not at the Asdorf Waltoria itself, with its 
obtrusive appeal to purse. Peter’s ideal 
of excellence, by the way, is a certain 
New York millionaire whose name, 
X—. Y—. Z., always quoted in full, is a 
sweet morsel on Peter’s tongue. Now 
millionaires, so far as the writer is con- 
cerned, are in a class apart, but he suc- 
ceeded in measuring up to Peter’s stand- 
ard, and all through a chance remark. 
One day, leaving the house for a short 
trip, we said: “We’ll be back home on 
Friday, Peter.” 


wrest a living from the deep with the aid of their k 





»ster pots and dories 


sailing vessels coming through in light 
breezes are as apt as not to drift past 
bristling, frowning Cape Porcupine stern 
on or sidewise. But the water is deep, 
and nobody appears to care or to fear. 
About the only craft that seems to take no 
account of the tides of Canso is the giant 
Scotia, with her four huge stacks set in 
quadrangle and her enormous power, the 
largest railway ferry in the world, for she 
takes whole freight trains on her broad 
decks and carries them like toys to Point 
Tupper across the strait for the run to 
Sydney. 
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A BIT OF MULGRAVE 
This little place the author made ‘‘a sort of headquarters for attacks on the Nova Scotia trout’ 


Mulgrave is the point of departure, 
too, for all the quaint fishing villages and 
ports of the Cape Breton and Nova 
Scotia nearby coasts. Every afternoon 
the trains are mét by little steamboats, 
evidently a family monopoly. There’s 
the John L. Cann, the Malcolm Cann, the 
Percy Cann—we looked confidently for 
the Lobster Cann and the Tomato Cann— 
and with mile-long streamers of black 
smoke they puff away to all sorts of 
picturesquenesses. 

But the best way to cruise on Canso 
is in a little power launch; and be sure her 
engine has power enough to “buck tide,” 
or you'll come to grief. The beauties of 
the strait, with its clear water and its 
bluffs, dense and dark with spruce and 
pine and balsam, defy description. Churn- 
ing through the tide, lazily lounging, we 
drink in the loveliness with every breath. 
And at night in the launch the wonderful 
phosphorescence, as we lean over the side 
to catch the opalescent gleam from the 
ripples, enables us actually to decipher 
large print. 

At the southern extremity of the 
strait is a maze of bewildering little chan- 
nels, or passes as they call them, between 





an archipelago of islands, ranging in size 
from a bare tip of projecting rock to 
Isle Madame: ’t is Madam and her chil- 
dren. These islands, once famed as 
mussel beds, whence bait was gathered 
for the universal occupation of the French 
who dwelt here, were named in the mus- 
ical tongue of Gaul, Les Mousseliers. Now 
the soft French word has degenerated 
into The Muccaleers: there is a tang of 
piracy in the very sound. These channels 
are a Woodstock maze to the navigator; 
and as we twist and turn through them 
past the most bewitching islands, some 
bare and ragged rock, some balsam clad, 
some grassy and strawberry covered, 
we may well fancy ourselves threading 
the winding passes to some Rosamond’s 
Bower of the deep. The water is won- 
drously clear. Starfish and shells strew 
the bottom, looking so near that one is 
tempted to reach forth for them. Fish 
dart away before the launch’s intruding 
shadow. Beneath us now broad laminaria 
and waving marine grasses grow densely, 
as though we have come upon the pasture 
ground of all Neptune’s herds. Look! 
from that rock several pairs of soft, deer- 
like eyes are watching us; and as we draw 
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a bit too near, a family of seals glide from 
the rock and are swallowed up in the sea 
with never a ripple to mark the place of 
their vanishing. Here a wild goose, white 
cheeked and stately, sits calmly on the 
water and watches the launch go by; 
there a more suspicious loon dives at our 
approach. Wild ducks are everywhere. 
See that great disturbance in the water 
ahead: some huge swimming thing is 
cutting across our bows at a tremendous 
pace, just at the surface, and the water 
swirls to its motion. 

““What’s that? What’s that?” we ery, 
all excitement, and Nip risks its identi- 
fication as the Sea Serpent. But the old 
French sailor at the tiller calmly says, 
“Sunfish,” and the launch never swerves 
her course. Imagine sunfish of a ton in 
weight, great marine creatures of no use 
whatever to anybody, but affording fair 
sport when harpooned. 

We are at Isle Madame now and its 
historic village. As we enter a lonely 
looking little harbor we see long rows of 
great warehouses tumbling into ruin, 
decaying docks falling log from log. A 
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ON CANSO 11 
few of the houses, neatly kept and white 
and trim, as French homes always are, 
show signs of life and thrift; true, they 
may have their garden fences built of 
whale ribs or vertebrae, yet the ghastly 
bones set off an enclosure gay with 
flowers. But on most of the buildings 
rests a pall of silence. lor this is Arichat, 
she of the departed glory. From 1840 
to 1860 Arichat was at her zenith. Bus- 
iness, of course the business of the fish- 
eries, was at the boiling point along her 
wharves. Ten thousand people dwelt in 
the bustling little city. Three hundred 
full-rigged ships, owned in Arichat, 
traded from the home port, chiefly to the 
Brazils, earning four hundred per cent 
profit on the outbound cargoes of fish and 
bringing back rich freights of molasses 
Arichat was then the chief station of the 
great French house of Charles Robin, 
Collas et Cie., the fishing princes of 
Gaspé. Now Arichat is among the least 
in importance of the twenty-seven branch 
houses of the same great firm. To-day a 
scant thousand persons call Arichat their 
home. Her wharves and warehouses are 





TERMINAL CITY 


a railroad prospectus sets forth this quiet little corner as a great railway terminus with multiplex 


‘tracks, long wharves and piers, and a procession of steamers carry ing the wealth of a continent 
across the seas. Terminal City then got chesty and named itself.’ 
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dropping to decay, and a few greasy little 
schooners slip shamefacedly in and out 
of her once teeming harbor. The develop- 
ment of steam navigation has completed 
the ruin of Arichat. 

“Take Fannie, sir,” said Peter one 
morning, ‘‘and drive down to Terminal 
City. ’T is a famous trout brook is 
there.” 

Now Fannie is the special pet of Peter 
and his wife, so we felt honored; for only 
the evening before had we heard Peter 
vehemently declare to an insistent drum- 
mer that Fannie never should be hired to 
him; no, not for fifty dollars. 

To drive along the Shore Road down 
Canso is second only to being on the bosom 
of Canso itself. Close along the edge 
of the bluff it runs, with the spruces in 
their waving robes of deepest green, grow- 
ing up and arching the driveway, the 
darkness of their foliage relieved here and 
there by a gold-green clump of birches, 
and between the trees the most bewitch- 
ing vistas opening of the sail studded 
straits and the Cape Breton hills stretch- 
ing away to the Bras d’Or. Little cot- 
tages clung to the hillside, their owners 
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trying to wrest a crop from the rocky soil 
now that the lobster season was over 
and the canneries along the strait shores 
closed. The gardens were unique. Rows 
of beans or potatoes dodged in devious 
curves between the boulders, and over 
all the beds stretched a perfect cat’s 
cradle of strings to frighten away the 
ubiquitous crow. And every cottage yard 
and kitchen garden was hedged and glor- 
ified with the most luxuriantly gorgeous 
of lilacs, purple and fragrant. Nova 
Scotia is in very truth the land of the 
lilacs. There is nothing like them any- 
where. 

* Terminal City got its name by count- 
ing its chickens before they were hatched. 
There is a prospectus somewhere—a rail- 
road prospectus, of course—which sets 
forth this quiet little corner as a great 
railway terminus with multiplex tracks 
long wharves and piers, and a procession 
of great steamers carrying the wealth of 
a continent across the seas. Terminal 


City then got chesty and named itself. 
It consists now of two cottages, three 
little white spired churches, and a bridge 
over the trout stream. Heaven be praised 
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CAUGHT ON 





THE FLY 


Nip, the wife of the author and an angler of skill and experience, disengaging a trout of insufficient 
dimensions preparatory to tossing him back to “‘life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness” 


for the fate that kept a defiling city away 
from that brook! A great pool of amber 
water lies darkling and deep against one 
stone abutment of the bridge. Common 
decency demands that the first cast into a 
pool like this shall go to the distaff side 
of the house. Scarce have the flies lightly 
kissed the surface, when from his lair a 
golden shape hurls himself at his prey. 
Skilful as his captor is, she never can 
bottle up a characteristic squeal at a 
moment like this. 

“‘Ke-e-e-e! I’ve got him! 
bird!” 

“ No, heisn’t; only a fish,” I retort, con- 
sumed with envy; but truth compels me 
to add, magnanimously, “but he’s a 
corker.”’ 

Just exactly what a corker may be I 
haven’t ever tried accurately to define; 
but this was one, I’m sure. The battle 
waxed exciting. The fish plays danger- 
ously close to a dead cedar washed down 
by the stream. I feel moved to gratuitous 


Oh, he’s a 


advice, which in crises like this is about 
the worst impulse that one can yield to. 

“Better steer him away from that 
snag.” 

“Tell your grandmother how to pick 
geese,” is the illuminating injunction I 
get in return. She isn’t my grandmother; 
and she wasn’t picking geese; so the re- 
mark sounded a bit irrelevant. But somes 
how I gathered from it her state of mind, 
Then she proceeded, as is her wont, to 
address to that trout a running fire of ad- 
monitions, backing them up with such 
skilled manipulation of rod and reel that 
he was simply compelled to give heed: 

“Keep out from that snag, sir;” this 
as she gave him the butt—and he kept 
out. “This way, now. Easy, easy. Oh, 
easy! Well, run if you want to. Come 
back now; this way please,” reeling her 
fastest. 

But the struggles were growing weaker ; 
often he showed his beautiful sides, and 
at last a scoop of the landing net deftly 
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gathered him to his fathers, with an in- 
junction to ‘Come in out of the wet.” 
The very next cast lured another from the 
same pool,a smaller fish, but—as was sage- 
ly remarked, “‘ He’ll make the pan smell.” 
Then we started up that liquid amber 
brook, singing its silvery song in perpet- 
ual glee. One side of the brook at least 
was always open and afforded perfect 
play for the cast. It was sport royal. 
Literally every cast brought a rise, and we 
grew careless. We watched for the big 
ones only, and handled such rises with 
eare and all the skill of which we were 
capable; but many a fly did we jerk away 
from the eager mouth of a trout thate 
failed to commend himself sizably as he 
rose. Tish that we should proudly have 
exhibited in our creels at home, we tossed 
back to life, liberty and the pursuit of 
happiness. We could practise now all 
the refinements of trout fishing to our 
heart’s content. Many a promising pool 
went unwhipped merely because a more 
promising one, black and frothy, lay 
ahead. We laid wagers on the size of the 
first strike from pools we would fish; never 
on whether or not a strike would come; 
they came always. Soon we had creeled 


all that could possibly be used; but as 
trout caught on the fly are never gilled 
nor seriously injured, but will always 
recover. we fished for sheer joy of fishing, 
giving all our beautiful 
freedom. 


victims their 
Surely a happier pair of fisher 
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folk never drove home in the gloaming. 

But this splendid stream by no means 
exhausts the possibilities of trout beside 
Canso. Make friends with the train 
crews at this busy little depot of Mul- 
grave, remembering that Intercolonial 
train crews make quick friends and kind 
ones. Then drop a whisper in Peter’s 
fatherly ear some night, and you will be 
called and breakfasted to catch the early 
freight for a four or five-mile ride in the 
caboose. The engineer will stop to let 
you off at the lake just back of Porcu- 
pine. Wade around its shores of rock 
and marshy marge, and if you don’t catch 
the afternoon freight back with a splen- 
did creel of trout, it’s your fault—or you 
may blame it on the weather. The ex- 
cuses of a fisherman are as uncertain as 
his luck. With a boat one could do 
better, of course; but we, unfortunately, 
found nothing more seaworthy than an 
old raft which made rather crazy nav- 
gation for two. But it could make the 
circuit of that lake—and we’re not 
drowned yet. Furthermore, I do not 
know anything better worth risking a 
ducking for than to be fighting a splendid 
four-pounder on some charming summer 
morning with the slant sun dancing on 
the ripples of a lovely lake and the great 
mass of Porcupine before you, pine-clad 
and rocky, and to north of it and to south 
of it fleeting glimpses of the distant sheen 
of Canso. 











SPARE THE ROD AND SPOIL 


THE CHILD 
By F. L. HARDING 


N the venerable maxim lies a doc- 

| trine whose worth is often unrecog- 

nized; the sage of Solomon’s time 
spoke more wisely than he knew. 

The upbringing of a boy is a theme 
that appears to the conventional mind 
as incongruous, save in the serene do- 
mesticity of our Home Magazines and 
Ladies’ Companions. 

The sportsman’s world is for ‘ grown 
ups,” it is strictly true; but has not the 
hunter, perchance, a prospective heir, 
or the angler a “kid brother” whose 
welfare is a real and ever-present end? 
Shall a man banish this sentiment, deny 
a systematic course of training a place 
in his outing, when, did he but realize it, 
a most fertile field for the little chap’s 
character development lies on every side? 
Contact with the Nature realm the trials 
and triumphs of ‘‘roughing it,”’ the every- 
day lessons in control and foresight, are 
not to be taught at school or in the too 
narrow confines of the City. 

“Spare the rod and spoil the child!” 
The rod correctionary is efficacious, but 
the rod piscatorial is more so! 

To every angler there are ten fisher- 
men. An angler is a Nature-lover with 
a trend to intimacy with the water-folk. 
A fisherman is a strict utilitarian with 
ambition for a heavy creel, the best 
pool, something to brag of and no twaddle 
about “sylvan dells and purling brocks.” 
The game laws are for the latter, the 
former’s inborn code of behavior forbids 
the death of fingerlings, the ruinous out- 
of-season slaughter. 

Now, of course, the boy must be 
among the gentler, must be inoculated 
with the virus of moderation, must be 
quietly impressed with that finer insight 
into the elusive witchery of Nature that 
forms the ecstatic reward of culture and 
appreciation. 
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To insure a rich harvest in the recrea- 
tion days of maturity the training must 
begin early. Its imparting should be a 
mutual benefit, calling to the front the 
best in one’s nature. The actual man- 
ipulation of rod and tackle is, in itself, a 
knack to be thoroughly acquired and 
should be drilled with care and pre- 
cision. The proper knowledge is a life- 
long joy. : 

The well-loved lore, garnered from 
guide, book, and personal experience, 
should be shared in installments with the 
intelligent little chap at odd times before 
the friendship fire, after the dish-wash- 
ing, between bites, or through the woods 
on a portage. It will surprise you how 
much he remembers, though repetition of 
salient points will make them indelible. 
Probably in a few days, his quick per- 
ceptions will be outstripping your more 
deliberate faculties by earlier recognition 
of distant objects and the discovery 
should warm the cockles of your heart. 

The farmer’s boy has a blessing in his 
environment. Its value, in his bare-foot 
days is a subconscious asset, recalled 
when town relations glory in his familiar 
world for a brief hilarious span in summer. 
In manhood, its bequest of virility is 
realized in the grim struggle for the upper 
steps in Prosperity’s unsteady stair. 
Keen, street-sharpened wits may tri- 
umph for the hour, but the man that 
makes good permanently in to-day’s 
gruelling competition must have great 
latent vigor. 

How much of 


this rich, sustaining 


health was absorbed by the old creek 
back of the spring-house, in breathless 
negotiation with sunnies and bull-heads? 

No picture brings home the old, old 
days of the retiring generation as clear- 
cut and truly as genial Norris’ remin- 
iscence of a boyhood— 
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“Whose first penny, after he wore 
jacket and trousers, bought his first fish- 
hook; whose first fishing line was twisted 
by Mother or Sister; whose float was the 
cork of a physic vial and whose sinkers 
were cut from the sheet-lead of an old 
tea chest. Thus rigged, with what glad 
anticipations of sport many a boy has 
started on some bright Saturday morning, 
his gourd or old cow’s horn of red worms 
in one pocket and a jack-knife in the 
other to cut his alder-pole with, and wan- 

. dered free and far by still pool and swift 

waters, dinnerless—except, perhaps, a 
slight meal at a cherry tree or a handful 
of berries that grew along his path, and” 
come home at night weary and footsore, 
but exulting in his string of chubs, min- 
nows and sunnies, the largest as broad as 
his three fingers!” 

The lad so situated works out his own 
salvation along the lines we advocate, for 
Nature rarely fails to instill a worship of 
her beauty in the hearts of those that 
linger in her courts. 

Now consider the boy of eight to four- 
teen whose winters are a round of public 
school, street games in the unlovely sur- 
roundings of trolley, brick and traffic, 
and whose exercise is mainly the restricted 
formalities of the gymnasium. When the 
industrious little chap closes his text- 
books in early summer, it is the imper- 
ative mission of the vacation to prevent 
“Jack from becoming a dull boy.” Let 
rod and fly softly and quietly efface for 
the time mathematics and history. They 
will be revived early enougk in September 
while the memory of the long, deliciously 
idle outing days will then put enthusiasm 
into his work. 

When the frost is still nipping your 
ears, in the long evenings when the spang- 
ling snowflakes cloud the flickering street 
lamp on the corner, the old rod is a ec- 
tionately inspected, the tackle sorted and 

note taken of ‘‘ breaks in the ranks” to be 
filled. Those spoons and flies that were 
left on last year’s battle-field—peace to 
their ashes—they did not live in vain! 
No better opportunity than this for 
hints upon the fundamentals in the use of 
an angler’s delicate tools. The pains- 
taking care of paraphernalia, such an in- 
surance against disappointment, is an 





essential to be taken to heart. Give no 
hostage to Fortune, but test and examine 
minutely. 

As the seasons pass and the old trail 
calls again, book accommodations and 
pack grub for anextra man. He will eat 
a man’s share. His anticipatory enthu- 
siasm will wake you upabit. ‘This may 
not be so slow,” you reflect. ‘‘ After all, 
it’ll be rather amusing to watch the kid 
enjoy it.” 

Indeed the boy should not be men- 
tally classed as additional impedimenta 
if you are hitting the long trail into the 
wilderness. In a week his sinews will 
harden, his temperament adjust  it- 
self to the new life, and a jollier com- 
panion you never had. With practice, 
he can carry twenty pounds with the 
regular head strap. 

Here, by the pristine beauty of a viva- 
cious mountain stream, opens his summer 
school in the creed and tenets of Izaak, 
the cultured angler-sage. 

No word in Webster is more grossly 
misused, outraged and perverted than 
“gentleman.” Yet that very “gentle- 
man” is the ultimate product to which 
this training aims. Coldly dissecting, we 
discover something. The compound term 
comprises an adjective and a noun. To the 
adjective we fasten our faith and deter- 
mine the boy must be “gentle,” the forest 
primeval will take care of the “man.” 

The gentleness of angling is not effem- 
inate, but modest and manly. Its paths 
are the respected ways of moderation, 
optimism and unselfishness. Its modera- 
tion impels the true angler to restrain the 
legacy of the Stone Age and not convert 
an idyllic cloister among cathedral pines 
into a slimy shambles, simply because 
trout are plenty and famished. Its op- 
timism smiles at the disheartening tricks 
of Jupiter Pluvius, hums a snatch of song 
when Fortune’s face is veiled, and cheers 
the hers, come what may. Its unselfish- 
ness shares with brothers of the craft, the 
knowledge of the infallible pool, the fly 
of the hour. It pauses in the midst of a 
day of days to mend a broken rod for an 
inexperienced companion. 

The gentleness of angling is tucking the 
Golden Rule in your outfit and using it 
freely, 











Example is the surest way of imparting 
these precepts to your small charge; 
abstract definition leaves but a transient 
impression. You can succeed and be 
justifiably proud of your success; you 
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may again see no apparent result, but it 
is surely there. The normal American 
boy of to-day is capable of the highest 
and noblest conceptions of honor and 
sportsmanship. 





By Howard_M. Putnam 


ENLARGING THE CATCH 


MAY 


By LALIA MITCHELL 


Ye have called me all the Winter, 
Ye daughters and sons of men. 
Ye have called through the cold and tempest, 


And now I have come again. 


With a wreath of flowers for your choosing, 
With a song from the robin’s breast, 

I have come to the waiting East-land, 

I have come to the eager West. 


Oh, your hands reach out in greeting, 


And I hear your glad lips say, 


“You are welcome, more than welcome, 


Thou verdant and matchless May.” 





L.Mauver > 
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Painted by Louis Maurer (copyrighted) (No. 3 of big game series by Maurer) 


HIS MAJESTY THE MOUNTAIN LION 
A large American carnivore (Felis concolar), found from Canada to Patagonia, especially among 
the mountains. Its color is tawny, or brownish yellow, without spots or stripes. Called 
also puma, catamount, cougar, panther or painter 











A WYOMING 

By WILDER 
ARLY last October three of us 
} started up into the Big Horn 


Mountains near the head waters 
of Tongue River, Wyoming. We headed 
for Devil’s Canyon, the roughest an 
wildest piece of country in that section. 
Mountain lion sign was thick, however, 
and this was our only reason for going 
there; for any one of us would have 
gladly put up with the severest hardship 
for the sake of a shot at one of the big 


cats. As I have said, there were three 
of us—Jim Morton, an old hunter and 


trapper, Harry Downes, a ranchman, 
and myself. We had three saddle and 
six pack horses, and five big wolf hounds 
belonging to Morton. 

In the afternoon of the third day out 
we saw the mouth of Devii's Canyon 
opening up before us. Devil’s Canyon is 
little more than a deep cleft in the moun- 
tains, with a narrow entrance at the 
lower end called the Gate, and a rocky 
fissure at the upper end extending to 
Cloud’s Peak; this fissure is so narrow 
that two horses cannot pass through it 
abreast. No man really knows the 
Canyon; the most that one may say is 
that the main valley is known, and it is 
known as the roughest mountain country 
between the Big Horn Basin and the 
Wolf Mountains. For years it has been 
the home of grizzlies, lions and big-horn 
sheep, with occasionally a_ black-tail 
deer. 

At the mouth of this canyon we dis- 
mounted, hobbled the horses and pitched 
our tent. Everyone was tired, so after 
an early supper we retired for the night 
and soon fell asleep listening to coyotes 
howling on a distant ridge. 

Bright and early the next morning 
we were astir, getting ready for a big 
day’s hunt. Downes brought in the 
horses and gave them a small feed of oats. 
One of them was missing. ‘“ Must have 
slipped his hobbles and started for home,”’ 





LION HUNT 
ANTHONY 


Morton remarked. I offered to go with 
him and look for it while Harry pre- 
pared breakfast, so we set out. 

A little brook ran just below us and we 
soon found where a horse had crossed it, 
traveling in the direction we had come 
from. A hundred yards further on, in 
a clump of cotton-woods we found the 
horse dead and one ham partially eaten. 
His throat was badly torn and Morton 
said his neck had been broken. On one 
side of the carcase the hide and flesh 


had been scratched off in strips until 
the ribs were left bare. 
“Lion’s work,” said Jim briefly. ‘He 


jumped on the horse’s back, tore at his 
throat, and then kicked and clawed with 
his hind paws, just as a cat does when he 
takes after a dog. That’s what made 
these deep scratches on the horse’s side. 
After he was dead the lion ate his fill, 
and is now probably lying around here 
somewhere watching us. He may come 
back to-night, and if he does, we’ll get 
him.” 

I looked around among the bushes a 
little, but saw nothing; finally we went 
to camp and told Harry what we had 
found, and had a general pow-wow as to 
what we should do. After a few mo- 
ments talk we decided to try the dogs. 
If the trail was fresh enough we might 
tree the lion and kill him that very morn- 
ing. From his tracks we judged him to 
be an unusually large one. 

At first the dogs had trouble in picking 
up the scent, for the ground was very 
dry and hard. At length, however, 
“Sport,” our best trail dog, gave tongue 
and started off through the timber with 
the remainder of the pack close at his 
heels. I never shall forget the chase 
that followed. In ten seconds the hounds 
were out of sight, and the deep-throated 
baying of the fox-hound was our only 
clue to their whereabouts. 

On we went, floundering over rocks, 











20 





crashing through bushes and doing our 
best to be in at the finish. Such exer- 
tions at an altitude of nine thousand feet 
are tiring, to say the least, and I, for one, 
was very glad when the barking of the 
dogs told us that the lion had at last 
taken to a tree. As usual with these 
animals when pursued by hounds, he had 
only run a short distance before coming 
to bay. Although fully able to whip 
half a dozen dogs in a fair fight, a moun- 
tain lion will almost always run and 
try to hide from them. 

About a hundred yards further on we 
arrived at the end of the chase. All five 
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across the valley at the mouth of the 
canyon. I hunted all the morning in a 
magnificent pine forest where deer sign 
was very plentiful. About noon I had 
a glimpse of a big deer through an open- 
ing and tried hard to get a shot, but it 
must have heard or smelled me. I never 
saw it again. 

Early in the afternoon I found myself 
on the edge of a wide, deep ravine that 
had a steep, stony bank running down 
to a level bottom about two hundred 
yards wide, filled with rocks and wind- 
falls and little pin-pines, that was almost 
impassable. On the other side there 


dogs were squatting in a circle at the ewas a nice green forest that looked like 


foot of a tall pine, gazing upward ex- 
pectantly. At first, owing to the many in- 
tervening branches we could see nothing, 
but at last we made out a lithe, brown 
body crouching far up in the tree-top. 
The lion evidently saw that he was dis- 
covered, for he immediately began to 
snarl and spit, switching his tail like an 
angry house cat. As Downes had owned 
the horse which had been killed, we 
agreed to let him have the first shot at the 
slayer. Watching for an opportunity, 
he took careful aim at the lion’s head 
and fired. With a fearful screech of 
pain and fury the big cat leaped from 
his perch and landed on the ground with 
a dull thump. All of us scrambled into 
the bushes in some haste, leaving him 
to the tender mercies of the hounds, but, 
as we afterward found, it was unneces- 
sary. Harry had made a beautiful shot 
and his victim never kicked after striking 
the ground. 

When we called the dogs back and 
approached the carcase I was surprised 
at his size. Up in the tree the lion had 
not looked nearly so large as he did 
lying there on the ground dead. Morton 
said that he would tip the scales at one 
hundred and fifty pounds. We skinned 
him and returned to the tent to smoke 
and talk over our first day’s hunt. 

Next morning we decided that a little 
fresh meat would prove an acceptable 
addition to the larder, and I volunteered 
to try for a deer or sheep while the others 
fixed up camp. Accordingly, after gorg- 
ing myself with bacon, fried potatoes, 
hot flap-jacks and strong coffee, I started 





good game country and I wanted to get 
to it, so I clambered down into the gully 
and crept along over the old logs, jump- 
ing from one to another and only escap- 
ing several ugly falls by the skin of my 
teeth. 

Just before I reached solid ground once 
more I was startled by the most horrible 
screech I have ever heard. Words can- 


not describe my sensations at that 
moment. ‘To say that I was frightened 


would be putting it mildly; I was par- 
alyzed with fear. Down at the bottom 
of that gloomy canyon the sound was un- 
anny enough to unnerve a far braver 
man than I. To make matters worse, 
at that instant I was balancing myself 
on a particularly slippery and shaky log. 
For several seconds I was hard put to it 
to retain my footing. At last, having 
regained my balance and part of my 
nerve, I turned in the direction of the 
screech. Just as I did so it was repeated, 
but this time I was not so badly shaken 

Across the gully and about thirty 
yards above me there was a huge cliff. 
A great crack or fissure ran diagonally 
across it. Hanging on the edge of the 
fissure was the largest mountain-lion | 
had ever seen. Spread out on the face 
of the rock, his legs gripping with their 
powerful claws the edges of the crevice, 
he truly looked tremendous. His head 
was half turned, watching me and, even 
at that distance, I could see his horrid 
yellow eyes glaring balefully. His body 
was nearly six feet long, terminating in 
a great tail which moved rapidly with a 
twitching motion; his legs were as large 











as a man’s arm and were spread out like 
a spider’s, while his body lay flat against 


the cliff, and looked fully as big as 
own. How so large an animal ever got 
there, in plain open view, without my 
hearing or seeing him sooner, is a mys- 
tery; but there he was. 

We must have gazed at each other for 
fully a minute before I remembered that 
I carried a rifle in my hand. By this 
time my nerves were in normal condition 
again, and when the sights lined up at a 
point just behind the big cat’s ear I 
felt pretty sure of the result. At the 
crack of the gun he let out one more 
fearful screech and jumped straight out 


my 
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from the cliff into a tree-top. I could 
hear his body go crashing to the ground. 

Worming my way carefully over the 
logs I finally reached the spot where he 
lay stretched out on his side, with a little 
stream of blood trickling down his neck 
over his glossy coat. It was getting late, 
so [I removed the pelt as rapidly as 
possible and set out for camp. 

As I drew near the tent the pleasant 
smell of frying meat told me that during 
my absence somebody had knocked over 
a deer, and I smiled with satisfaction as 
I thought of the juicy steaks which would 
make up our supper, and of the story 
which I had to tell the boys. 





LYRIC 


By STACY 


E. BAKER 


The sunlight in the morning sky, 
The sweetness of the dew, 

The freshness of the flowers by 
The cottage built for you. 

The breeze to hum a lazy song, 
The leaves to criticise ; 

The dreamy day to linger long, 
The love-light in your eyes. 
The starry night, at last—Ah, may 
The castles builded here— 

The dreams that I have dreamed, I pray, 


Come true, come true, my dear. 
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POLAR EXPLORATION AND LIFE 
THE ARCTIC REGIONS 


By FRANCIS H. BUZZACOTT 


CHIEF COMMISSARY AND HUNTER OF THE ‘‘WELLMAN POLAR EXPEDITION, 1906” 


PART V 
N these chapters I shall go into form its food—and it is in these times 
details concerning the hunting that man also plays his part. The birds 


and peculiarities of the true arctic 
land and marine animals, particularly 
the reindeer, polar bear and seal, to- 
gether with a review of their peculiar 
habits and characteristics, and shall later 
also describe in a similar manner such 
birds and fowl as come within these lines, 
confining my writings mostly to facts 
that will, I believe, be of value as in- 
struction rather than entertainment to 
the reader, avoiding as much as possible 
personal experiences of the chase and 
taking up subjects of value instead. 

To-day man styles himself master of 
the earth, and may with some justice lay 
claim to the title, especially in genial 
lands, where, armed with the plough or 
rifle, he compels the soil or forest to yield 
him sustenance. But in those desolate 
tracts of barren, ice-bound regions he is 
but a wanderer on the face of the earth, 
depending absolutely on the outside 
civilized world for an existence, without 
which all his skill and knowledge go for 
naught. ood, warmth and shelter he 
must bring in with him, and when these 
are consumed he must hie back to civil- 
ization’s boundaries for more or he is lost 
indeed, 

Fortunately, in the Polar regions the 
warmth of summer attracts hosts of mi- 
gratory birds and animals to its shores 
and interior. Shoals of fish enter the bays 
and rivers in obedience to the instinct 
that forces them to quit the seas and 
swim up stream for the purpose of de- 
positing their spawn in the more quiet 
waters of stream or lake. 

About this time the reindeer seeks the 
shores and tundras of the Polar regions 
in search of the mosses and lichens that 





eof the air, the fishes of the interior or 
coast waters, the beasts of the earth, or 
the animals of the coast, are sought 
mercilessly to pay tribute to his wants, 
appease his hunger, clothe his body or 
gratify his greed. 
But as soon as the first frosts of Sep- 
tember announce the approach of winter, 
all life, with but few exceptions, has to 
leave that desolate region where the 
sources of life soon fail. The geese, ducks, 
and swans return in flocks to the South 
from whence they came, the strand birds 
seek some lower latitude and softer soils 
which allow their sharp beak to seize ¢ 
burrowing prey; waterfowl forsake the 
bays and channels and the ice fields close 
them up. The reindeer migrate to the 
inaccessible interior, and in a short time 
nothing is left that can prolong the stay 
of man, or afford him subsistance. <A 
mantle of. deep snow covers the frozen 
earth. Lakes and rivers freeze to their 
very depths and bed, and furious north- 
ern winds and blizzards sweep and render 
untenable to man that desolate region 
and cause even the hardiest of plants to 
crouch before the blast and_ barely 
creep along the ground. 
It may well be asked how man is able 
to bear this excessively low tempera- 
ture, which must appear appalling to any 
inhabitant of the temperate zone. Thick 
fur clothing, hut small and low, where 
the warmth of a small fire, or even a lamp, 
husbanded in a narrow space, and 
above all the wonderful power of the 
human constitution to accommodate itself 
to climatic conditions, go far to counter- 
act the rigors of the Polar cold. 

There is something mysterious about 
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such things, and in a few months’ life in 
the arctic regions one can soon tell who 
are to be the heat-making, cold-enduring 
men. <A vigorous constitution is essen- 
tial, for some men would actually freeze, 
while their companions in arctic life 
felt comfortable, enduring exactly the 
same conditions and circumstances. 

In the Polar regions the body of a 
healthy man develops an_ increasing 
warmth as the thermometer descends; 
for the air being condensed by the cold, 
the lungs at every breath inhale a greater 
amount of oxygen. This accelerates the 
internal process of oxidation, while at 
the same time an increasing appetite 
inclines one to an enlarged diet of an- 
imal foods, flesh and fats that enrich the 


blood anc enable it to circulate more 
freely. ‘lnus, a healthy man, so long as 


food is abundant, soon gets accustomed 
to bear without injury the rigors of the 
Polar winter. 

Nothing can be more desolate or melan- 
choly appearing than these regions or 
wastes. Not asign of vegetation abounds 
except here and there a few patches of 
gray lichens or dingy mosses, with per- 
haps a few scanty grasses and dwarfish 
creepers and flowers that exist in some 
sheltered cliff or spot—and even these 
fail to relieve the dullness of the scene. 

In winter, when animal life has re- 
treated to the South or sought refuge in 
burrows, caves or ice-covered, snow- 
filled spots, an awful silence prevails, 
interrupted only by the hooting of a 
snow-owl or the solitary yelp of the Polar 
fox, and even these seldom are heard in 
this dismal, treeless expanse. 

But in spring, when the brown earth 
or the black rock reappears from under 
the melted snow, and the swamps begin 
to thaw, enormous flights of wild birds 
appear and enliven the scene for the few 
summer months. Instinct seems to lead 
them in legions from distant climes to 
this arctic wilderness, where in the in- 
terior, about the lakes and river banks, 
or on the rocky coasts and strands they 
can with security bring forth their young. 
Some remain on the coasts, others flying 
northward seek the protection of almost 
inaccessible cliffs, while others nest 
actually on the bare reefs or the naked 
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tundras. Ptarmigan, eider and canvas 
back ducks, divers, loons, wild geese and 
culls fly to these retreats; while eagles, 
hawks and fishers follow the trail of the 
strand birds, and when the sun shines 
even the finch and snow bunting add 
their shrill cries, their merry notes. 

There are many proofs that a milder 
climate once reigned in these northern 
regions, for even in the interior, fossil 
wood, petrified acorns and fir cones are 
yet to be found. In latitude 70° north 
has been found a forest buried in the 
mountains and surrounded by glaciers. 
A thousand feet above the level of the 
sea not only the trunks and branches but 
even the leaves, cones and seeds have 
been discovered, and show the botanist 
the species to which they belonged. 
Amongst them are oak, firs, elms, mag- 
nolias, willows, and even laurels, in- 
dicating that at some remote period 
a temperate climate prevailed even here. 
Poplars and cypress have been found 
even in Bell Sound and King’s Bay, 
Spitzbergen. 

As far as man has penetrated on the 
northern isles of Spitzbergen, the eider 
duck and others build their nests. Surely 
there is"no reason to doubt that if the 
North Pole is the breeding place for 
them, it must re-echo with their cries. 
Why need they fear to plunge thus into 
those unknown regions, when with a flight 
of sixty miles an hour, a few hours or a 
single day’s time would suffice to take 
them and bring them back from the very 
location of the North Pole itself? 

One of the most interesting of arctic 
birds is the snow bunting or Polar singing 
bird A native of Spitzbergen and Nova 
Zembla, its short, agreeable notes sound 
doubly sweet when heard in_ these 
treeless wastes. They build their nests in 
the mountain clefts, or under large rocks, 
lining them with feathers and down. In 
winter time their plumage is warm and 
abundant, and especially fits them for 
the rigor of an arctic winter. During the 
breeding season and summer they live 
entirely on insects, particularly gnats, 
while in winter they subsist on moss, roots 
and seeds. Some winters less rigorous 
than others they are in abundance, but 
at times famine compels them to seek a 
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more favorable climate, and they are then 
seldom found, until they invariably re- 
appear toward spring. These bunting 
are distinguished by a long claw on their 
hind toe, a structure which really enables 
them to run about with ease on the soft 
snow. 

Of the other birds L may mention 
puffins, divers, loons, dovekies, gulls, 
skuas, burgomasters, kittiwakes, swans, 
terns, geese, hawks, eagles, and every 
variety of ducks known to _ inhabit 
the northern shores of America and 
Europe, including the scooter, long-tail, 
scaup duck, merganser goosander, and 
raven. These delight in revelling and 
resting among the moss-covered banks 
and shores, and among grasses and shrubs 
that exist about the Polar willow with 
its horizon‘al roots and shrubs, for in 
this country the forests are more in than 
above the earth. Peculiarly enough, 
vegetation in the arctic regions consists 
merely of stunted stems, rarely showing 
themselves more than an inch above the 
ground, the buried roots being twice or 
three times larger than that which shows 
itself above the earth’s surface, not 
unlike our Texas or New Mexico plains, 
where it is said one must climb for water 
and dig for wood; and yet no point of 
the northern regions of land has been 
discovered where the intense cold has 
prevented its growth. Everywhere grows 
the lichen, or grasses and moss that the 
birds and reindeer feed upon. 

In the Polar willow, for instance, a 
few leaves only grow on a stem about as 
thick as a straw, barely showing itself 
above the ground and running as a vine 
a length of eight to ten feet. This willow 
furnishes but poor sustenance to the 
arctic lemming, which in turn furnishes, 
together with the treeless birds and 
foolish guillemots, puffins and so on, 
ample food for the crafty arctic fox. 

Here is also found the ice hare, not 
unlike our American jack rabbit. In 
summer it assumes a grayish white, 
while in winter it becomes pure white, 
with the exception of perhaps the tip of 
the ear or tail. It has been found to exist 
higher even than 75° north and resorts 
to the stony districts where it easily finds 
a refuge. In winter it burrows far into 
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the deep snow for warmth; for snow, it 
must be remembered, is such a poor con- 
duetor of heat that in midwinter in as 
high a latitude as 79°, with a surface 
temperature as low as 30° below zero, by 
digging down through eight feet of snow, 
a temperature of 26° above zero, or no 
lower than 6° below the freezing point 
of water, was found. 

Thus it is that under these mantles 
of heavy snow northern plant and even 
animal life can exist, while without, icy 
blasts, capable almost of freezing mer- 
cury, howl over the naked wilderness. 
And this is why the Esquimaux, in their 

ehouses of snow, in midwinter need no 
artificial heat, except that of the ordinary 
blubber lamp, which, when added to the 
heat of their own bodies, furs and dogs, 
renders the interior of their huts almost 
uncomfortable to a white man. 

The manner of building these snow 
huts is indeed interesting. The site being 
chosen for their erection, the first act of 
the natives is to cause a drift to be made 
near the site selected. This is done in 
advance by placing some object to arrest 
the drifting snow flakes, which raises « 
bank several feet in height by from 
twenty to fifty feet in length. If, 
however, they are traveling, any con- 
venient snow drift answers the purpose, 
for here the snow, by the action of wind 
and frosts has acquired the necessary 
coherence to form admirable snow blocks 
with which to build their dome-shaped 
houses. 

To the inexperienced it looks simple 
enough. A circle being first traced on 
the surface of the snow, the slabs are cut 
from within with which to build the 
upper wails. Soon the interior is thus 
blocked out from a solid bank of snow. 
Additional blocks are then cut from 
adjacent banks and laid corkscrew-like 
within a circle, until, growing smaller and 
smaller and more rounded, the final slab 
in the center of the dome-like structure 
completes it. Two men generally work 
together, one inside and one out; the 
others, in the meantime cutting and 
bringing to them additional blocks of 
building snow, using long cutlass-like 
knives to trim and separate the mass. 
When this is done, snow is used to chink 
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up any remaining crevices. As these slabs 
or walls are not very thick, an agreeable 
light is secured; but, if desired, a trans- 
parent ice window is added. The walls 
are then scooped out and built out from 
the only entrance passage. This, for 
many reasons, tapers to a small en- 
trance, through which one must crawl 
on hands and knees to enter. The end is 
blocked by a boulder of snow, and the 
house is complete. 

Usually the structure is about ten feet 
in diameter and seldom more than six 
feet high at the dome, and by good work 
one can be tolerably well built by a white 
man in a few hours, or at the most a 
half day’s, work. 

In spite of the seemingly fragile ma- 
terials from which these snow huts are 
built, they are durable in the extreme, 
winds sweeping over the structure soon 
harden it to a surprising degree, and it 
even resists the sun’s rays to a consider- 
able extent. It is obvious, too, that the 
hut, being nearly air-proof, is cold- 
proof to quite an extent. Of course no 
great amount of fire could be made inside 
for it would melt the interior and cause 
the walls to drip; hence it is that the 
Esquimau needs only the oil lamp of 
blubber, and this only for his wet clothes 
and boots, or to warm up his meals of 
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flesh or blubber; at other times the heat 
of the bodies of the inmates alone being 
sufficient to keep them warm. 

In the tunnel entrances supplies are 
often kept and sometimes pet dogs are 
allowed to enter, but this is a rare priv- 


ilege. As these tunnels are often twelve 
or fifteen feet long, it is to the white man 
quite a crawl to enter the abode, but 
once inside the difference in temperature 
is immediately noticeable. 

The floor of these tunnel entrances is 
usually on a level with that of the hut, 
but in extremely cold places it is made 
to slant down},and up fagain, so that 
the colder and heavier air without is still 
more effectively kept from the warmer 
air within. Thus do the Esquimaux, 
without even having studied physics, 
make a practical application of one of its 
fundamental and important laws. 

Within these snow houses is some- 
times a raised platform of snow slabs 
at least two feet high, over which are 
sprea, deer skins, which are used for 
beds, az least half of the center being thus 
used, bringing the occupants nearer the 
roof, where the warmth is greatest. 

Unlike American Indians the women 
do not do any work aside from cooking 
and sewing and making skins and furs 
from the hides. 
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WHEN LITTLE SISTER WAS MASCOT 


THE RECORD OF FIVE HALCYON DAYS ON A WISCONSIN LAKE 


By O. W. SMITH 


ILLUSTRATIONS FROM THE 


-amping—and thereby hangs this 
tale. Chum and I know, as does 
every reader of FiELD AND STREAM, that 
no woman’s education is complete until 
she has “‘been camping.”’ Nevertheless, 
camping is not for all women. Those who 
are afraid of bugs and toads, and to whom 
wet feet are a menace, will never become 
good campers. Such as they had better 
study Nature from the piazza of a summer 
hotel. To the finical I would say, don’t 
go camping, for there are discomforts 
connected with life in the open: bugs 
may get into your blankets, flies will fall 
into your coffee and ants will get in your 
sugar; but if you can meet such minor 
discomforts with a smile, then go, and 
the blessing of the Red Gods go with you. 
So far as Little Sister was concerned, 
I had no fear. First of all she had been 
brought up on a farm, the best place in 
all of God’s world to bring up a girl or 
a boy either, and secondly she had pored 
over Van Dyke’s and White’s books until 
she was “just crazy” to experience some- 
thing of the life those authors describe 
so entrancingly. Crawling and creeping 
things had no terrors for her, yet she had 
a pet aversion—spiders; a single one 
would drive her away from the table, 
and I believe that two could have driven 
her into the lake. Funny? Yes, to us, 
but we all have our bug-a-boos; now 
mine is—but this is a story about Little 
Sister. 

It did not take us long to decide where 
to go, for to us there is but one lake in 
God’s out-of-doors—Mud Lake, out in 
Shawano County. I presume that every 
county in Wisconsin has a Mud Lake; 
I know that Shawano has several, yet to 
us there is but one. This particular lake 


| can SISTER had never been 
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is our property, for Chum and I discovered 
it some seven or eight years ago. Perhaps 
the reader doubts that statement, but 
allow me to elucidate, as Prof. Nick used 
to say. 

We were blueberrying, Chum, Little 
One and I, and had become confused by 
the many trails that cross and re-cross 
the blueberry plains, when suddenly we 
came upon the little lake, set like a gem 
amid the sand hills, glowing beneath the 
rays of the setting sun. We camped there 
that night, not knowing where we were, 
enjoying the unique experience of being 
lost, though surrounded by civilization. 
It seems to me that I never heard the 
cicadas call so loudly or the birds sing 
more entrancingly than they did that 
first night on the shores of Mud Lake. 
Will you be surprised when I tell you 
that I sat long by the glowing camp fire 
that night luxuriating in the joy of 
“being lost”? Then, for the first time, 
did I realize the possibilities of the wilder- 
ness near home. True, the next day we 
found ourselves and discovered that Mud 
Lake connected with Loon Lake to the 
east and Shawano Lake to the west; 
both pleasure resorts of renown, and that 
the pretty little town of Cecil was only 
three miles away. Yet those facts did 
not lessen the value of our find; we had 
discovered the lake and it was ours. 

Since then we have camped many times 
on its banks and have enticed many a 
leviathan from its murky depths. So 
far as I know, we are the only ones to 
camp on the shore of the lake. Pleasure- 
seekers fish in its water and pass through 
it from one resort to the other, but the 
delightful mystery of its shores belongs 
to us, is our possession. So it was per- 
fectly natural, inevitable, that we should 
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select Mud Lake as the theatre for Little 
Sister’s first act in the great out-doors 
drama. 

We were up betimes the morning of 
June llth, for it pays to make an 
early start when one is going to negotiate 
the sands of Shawano County; any- 
way, I like to be on the road before Na- 
ture awakes and watch her as she rubs 
the sleep from her heavy eyes. By 2:30 
Pete was hitched to the buckboard and 
we were off. Do you own a buckboard? 
. No? ‘Too bad; I am sorry for you, for 
there is no other vehicle just like a buck- 
board. Mine was built, I think, in ante- 
diluvian times, but honesty compels m¢ 
to confess that I can find no mention of 
it in Genesis. If not an antediluvian I 
am sure that it is related to the “One- 
Hoss Shay” that “ran a hundred years 
to a day,” but I hope if my valued pos- 
session goes “‘to pieces all at once” that 
the dissolution will not take place in the 
wilds ofjNorthern Wisconsin. 

I am not going to weary you with a 
description of our twenty-five mile drive, 
all but the last three miles of which was 
through a thickly settled farming coun- 
try. Sometimes one and sometimes all 
of us walked, for the loa was rather 
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heavy for a single horse. ‘The country 
folk looked at us askance, thinking us 
gypsies or horse traders. Careful mothers 
called their children in from the road 
when they saw us coming, and farmers 
in the field stopped their work to gaze 
at us, though the outfit, as shown in the 
picture, is not overly disreputable. 

At about half-past nine we reached our 
old camping ground on the shore of the 
lake, the newly leaved oak and constant 
pine casting a welcome shade. I could 
have hugged each familiar tree for sheer 
joy. 

The first thing on the programme was, 
of course, something to eat. At Cecil we 
had purchased some steak, and it was 
soon sputtering and fretting over a little 
fire, while the coffee kept emitting savory 
odors. We all stood about the bubbling 
kettle like the witches in Macbeth, wait- 
ing for Chum to pronounce the steak 
“done” and coffee “cooked.”’ We stood 
not upon ceremony during that first meal, 
but helped ourselves from the frying-pan 
and coffee ketile, then sat down on the 
ground and ate, holding our plates in 
our laps. If, as some would-be phil- 
osopher has said, conversation is the 
sauce piquant of meals, we ate that first 
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EXPLORING 


“We hunted up the outlet of the lake, 


and followed its many windings until the 


broad bosom of Shawano Lake spread out before us 


meal without sauce. The Little One 
broke the long silence with, “Mamma, I 
am sorry, but I can’t eat any more.” 

“TI don’t know when I have eaten so 
much,” was Little Sister’s shame-faced 
confession. 

“One always eats prodigiously when 
camping out,” I sagely remarked, for | 
have been camping out for twenty years, 
and don’t I know? 

“‘T wish Hubbard could have had our 
meal,’’ was Chum’s irrelevant contribu- 
tion, for we had just been reading “The 
Lure of the Labrador Wild,” and the 
memory of poor Hubbard’s death was 
ever-present with us. We spent an hour 
discussing that ill-fated expedition and 
the brave spirit that passed into the 
Great Unknown midst the solitudes of 
the Labrador wild. Did,you ever notice 
how some books lend themselves to camp- 
fire discussions? Well, Wallace has writ- 
ten such a book. 

While the girls washed the dishes I 
drove up to Loon Lake and hired a boat, 
leaving my horse in the care of the 
obliging resort man. I rowed down the 
tortuous creek that connects 'oon with 
Mud Lake, frightening myriads of red- 
wing blackbirds from their nests in the 
grass; they dashed about my head, filling 
all their world with cries. Once I tried 


to locate a nest, but the birds became 
so clamorous that I gave up my efforts. 
The resplendently dressed male did most 
of the talking, the inconspicuous female 
only now and then putting in a word, but 
somehow her timorously uttered appeal 
was very potent, so much of the mother- 
heart did it reveal. The man would be 
hard-hearted, indeed, who could with- 
stand a mother bird’s appeal. 

After the tents were set up and every- 
thing made ready for the night, Little 
One, Little Sister and I went for a row, 
Chum preferring to lie in the hammock 
and read. We hunted up the outlet of 
the lake, and the spirit of Marquette 
strong upon us, followed its many wind- 
ings until the broad bosom of Shawano 
Lake spread out before us. For a little 
while we stood amid the reeds which line 
the shores of the lake, experiencing to a 
lesser degree the sensations of La Salle 
when he gazed for the first time upon the 
Gulf of Mexico. We said but little, for 
much conversation would have been 
sacrilegious; even the periphrastic Little 
One was unusually silent. A broad ex- 
panse of water or virgin prairie always 
affects me strangely. I am conscious of a 
feeling of awe and a vague sense of long- 
ing. At times I feel impelled to stretch 
out my hands to the Unknown and— 
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What? I donot know. No doubt ’tis best. 

The dying sun warned us that it was 
time to make our way to camp, so we 
poled our boat back through the reeds. 
A sudden bend of the creek brought us 
face to face with a sportsman (?) busily 


engaged shooting at the gorgeously 
painted red-wings with his revolver. 


Had his marksmanship been equal to his 
desires the poor birds would have had a 
sorry time of it, but as it was their suf- 
fering was exclusively mental. Strange 
how some men can only kill and destroy. 
Now to that man the red-wings were only 
living things for him to kill, the resplen- 
dently painted wings and the gurgling, 
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of an impossible future, while the shad- 
ows drew nearer and nearer. Bravely the 
little heap of coals tried to conquer the 
darkness, but were at last themselves 
conquered, and I stole away to my tent 
and to rest. 

The sun is an early riser in June, and 
though I was out of my tent at 3:30 the 
eastern sky already heralded his ap- 
proach, and birds were whispering to one 
another in the tree tops. The morning 
was cold and damp, so I busied myself 
making a cup of coffee, and while thus en- 
gaged Little Sister emerged from her tent, 
looking rather woe-begone but smiling 
bravely as she rubbed the reluctant sleep 





“THE LORDLY PIKE NOT DEIGNING TO LOOK 


half songs were meaningless to him. That 
man may have been rich in dollars, but 
like the fool in the Bible, he was infinitely 
poor, poverty stricken. 

Back at camp, we prepared and ate 
supper, then gathered about the camp 
fire and waited for night to silence the 
birds and insects. One by one the more 
distant trees disappeared, smaller and 
smaller grew the circle, until at last only 
those upon which the fire shone were 
discernible, and unconsciously we gath- 
ered closer about the little fire and talked 
in lower tones. Then the tired girls went 
to their tent and Isat alone by the glowing 
coals, thinking of the past and dreaming 





AT OUR TROLLING HOOKS WE PUT INTO A 
LITTLE COVE AND FISHED FOR PLEBEIAN BLUE GILLS”’ 


from her eyes. We ate in silence so as 
not to disturb the others, and how good 
the hot toast and coffee tasted! Then 
we took our rods and made our way 
through the dew-laden brush to the lake, 
which was covered with a dense fog. The 
fog swallowed us and we were voyaging 
upon a boundless sea without chart or 
compass. There is something delightful 
about a fog, even though it does lay its 
clammy fingers upon our cheeks and chill 
the very breath in our throats. 

It may be true that the early bird 
catches the worm, but we caught no fish, 
though we trolled faithfully from one end 
of the lake to the other. The lordly pike 
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not deigning to look at our trolling hook, 
we put into a little cove and fished for 
plebeian blue gills. Did I hear a contemp- 
tuous snort? Can’t help it. I rise to 
champion blue gill fishing. With light 
tackle there is sport in catching this much 
maligned fish. If you do not believe me, 
ask Little Sister, for she caught more 
than two to my one that morning. They 
are not bad eating, either, if properly 
cooked, but more about blue gills in an- 
other paper. 

In the afternoon while out for a row 
we discovered numerous pitcher plants 
blooming in the bog at the head of the 
lake, and of course gathered a bunch for 
our table. There is something delight- 
fully regal about this rare flower—rare, 
I think, because it grows in inaccessible 
places. 

That night after supper a black-billed 
cuckoo perched on the limb of a tree just 
above our tents and gazed on us in wide- 
eyed amazement. We were glad of the 
opportunity of becoming better ac- 
quainted with this retiring bird whose 
melancholy call fills one with sadness 
and portentous thoughts. Several years 
ago I camped one night on the banks of 
the Wolf River with an impressionable 
young fellow. Immediately after sunset 
the cuckoos and mourning doves gathered 
about the tent, complaining dolorously. 
My friend, who had been sitting quietly 
by the fire, suddenly sprang to his feet 
with a muttered imprecation upon all 
birds and upon “blanked funeral birds”’ 
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in particular, plunged into his tent and 
was seen no more till the next morning. 

The second morning Chum and I were 
out at daybreak and secured one pike, 
which she caught on an angle worm; but 
the third morning Little Sister secured a 


fine string of fish—four pike and a large 
black bass. ‘The bass was a fighter and 
did things a-plenty, but Little Sister was 
as cool and unperturbed as though she 
had been sitting at her organ, playing 
that lusty old bass to the finish and bring- 
ing him to gaff in approved style. Men- 
tally I took off my hat to the girl; later 
in the day I took off my hat to the bass 
when he appeared on the dinner table, 
piping hot and brown from the baker. 
That meal was a marvel, for we had a 
pie for dessert, something we never before 
attempted in camp, and it was delicious. 
If you, reader, wish to know how we 
manufactured it, you will have to ask 
Chum, for she alone can tell. 

The last evening in camp we watched 
the sunset from the lake, staying out 
until the last ray of light had disap- 
peared from the West; and how difficult 
it was to find our way back, for the boat 
had left no trail through the reeds and 
we had negligently failed to mark our 
landing place. 

I wish that I might tell you all that 
happened, but time and space forbids, 
so I will only add that the days were not 
long enough and the nights were all too 
short, but we have the memory, and that 
is very pleasant. 


































ON THE ROAD 


TO MOTHER'S 


By HARRY H. DUNN 


turned to February, the doctor 

bent above me as I lay in bed 
and with grave face advised the knife. 
Eight hours before I had turned my last 
sheet of copy in, locked my desk and set 
my tired feet homeward to where fhe 
Princess and the Little Princess slept. 
And then, white with fear for me, they 
heard the old surgeon’s words at the 
break of dawn, heard him call the long 
black ambulance and saw me, filled with 
some blessed opiate, hurried away to the 
House of Pain. 

After all, doctors are sometimes human, 
along with the rest of us, and they let the 
Princess go with me, even let her sit at 
my side in the cool white room until they 
came for me with the rolling table. After 
the table came the sleep with the little 
black cup over my face, that sleep in 
which they take you just as close to the 
Unknown Land as they dare—and then 
bring you back. So I slept, for near 
three hours, they tell me now, and then 
I woke, but with none of those visions of 
immortality to which one might be sup- 
posed to fall heir. Instead I had a hole 
in my side, or rather the place where a 
hole had been, for gut of cat and hair of 
horse had made me whole after the knife 
had done its part. 

And then the years of life I have lived 
in the wild world began to tell. With 
never a false note in its steady beat my 
heart, trained in long tramps and rides 
across the hills, took up the burden of its 
work where it had almost laid it down on 
the long glass slab. Men who have passed 
through the House of Pain have told me 
how sick they were when the sleep left 
them. I was not. My entire system was 
strong with the breath of the hills and the 
kisses of the wind had gone deep into my 
blood. Thanks to all of them, I raised 
my head and looked straight into the 


O NEsunny morning, just as January 





Princess’ eyes, where stood great pearls— 
tears, but of radiant happiness, not grief. 

Sixteen days they kept me in this place 
of silence, kept me and fed me on beef 
tea and toast and warm water when, ye 
gods of the outdoors, what would I not 
have given for a porterhouse or a cut of 
venison—or a chicken. Chicken! One 
day I wished for chicken, and on that wish 
I rose and dressed, sixteen days away 
from the sleep and the knife, and went 
home to the Princess and the Little 
Princess. 

Troubled nurses told me I should stay 
three weeks; my heart and my nerves 
said no; and those tried and true friends 
inside of me prevailed. 

When I had rested and told the Little 
Princess all my troubles, I bethought me 
again of chicken. And when you think 
of chicken, when your mouth waters for 
chicken, where do you go? Out to 
mother’s, of course. Who always has an 
extra chicken when her boy or girl comes 
home? Mother, always. And so, here 
I am at mother’s, out along the edge of 
the hills, where the country road winds 
down to the cottage bowered in roses, 
such roses as ne’er bloomed, I know, in 
any gardens of Eden. What was it old 
Omar said about the petals of the rose? 
Well, the path that leads up to that cot- 
tage is carpeted with ruse petals, and the 
whole yard is a beauteous rose jar, spiced 
with narcissus and acacia and Chinese 
plum and all those other sweet odors 
that come from the plants all mothers 
know how to grow. 

Spring had fairly come to this end of 
California when I stepped off the car to 
take up my mile tramp to mother’s cot- 
tage. Away out through the hills it led, 
under long aisles of tall gum trees whose 
long shadows fell across the golden adok:2 
road. Behind the gums on every side 
sat cottages, their yards a-bloom, fruit 
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trees on every side white and pink with 
the first promise of their blossom time. 
Still behind these, rank on rank, stood 
long skeleton tangles of berry vines 
blackberry and dewberry and Logan- 
berry and raspberry, each and all green- 
ing with the hand of spring. — Below. 
where a little creek wandered uncertainly 
back of a five-mile stretch of small farms, 
the marshmallows showed white, golden- 
hearted blossoms against the green masses 
of the dock leaves. The dock is a later 
bloomer, and so far all it has put out is 
long, lanceolate leaves, but after a while 
it too will shake out stiff, tessellated 
spikes of dull red bloom. 


“MOTHER’S’ 


On a rotting stump beside the road a 
series of shelves of lichen were changing 
already from the sepias of their young 
growth to the gray white of death. After 
they are dead I sha!! return this way and 
take them into a certain corner in the 
Princess’ domain where they will delight 
her as much as they do me to-day. 

Did you ever notice what a world it 
is through which the country road runs, 
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a world bounded by the few feet of wild 
land which lines on either side of every 
real country road? At one side in the 
erass a meadowlark whistled. How real 
and honest and wholesome he seemed. 
In a rambling line of tall cypress trees a 
flock of Brewer’s blackbirds, fresh come 
from their gleaning of grubs and bugs in 
the moist fields, sent up a noisy evening 
song, while a mocking-bird gave back 
their calls from a telephone wire. For 
this is Mockerland, and every country 
home counts its mocking-birds as an 
all-the-year-round tenant, either of the 
rose garden or the orange grove. These 
birds are as much part and parcel of the 





, 


farm as is the watch dog or the prize 
barred Plymouth Rock, or the bronzed 
gobbler who is monarch of all, even to 
the dog 

The road that leads to mother’s ram- 
bles much—and so do I, the Princess 
says, when I write—but it is just such 
roads that you and I love. And I know 
one fellow, at least, who wishes he had 
lunch enough and blankets enough and 
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shoes enough to last him through a life- 
time of such roads—if, at the end, he 
could find mother’s house. Don’t you 
know one such fellow, too? 

Finally, however, | reached the corner 
where the country road I followed flowed 
into another road running at right angles 
to it, back to the city, there to lose itself 
in the paved streets that are home for 
200,000 souls. When I came in sight a pair 
of kingbirds were masters of the grass 
plots, but up one of the roads came a Cali- 
fornia shrike, a butcherbird, winnowing, 
with rapid gray wings, the air above the 
center of the highway. Much he cared for 
kingbirds, and when they both swooped 
down on him he gave them battle, driving 
them back tothe windmill, mother’s wind- 
mill, There they stayed, they the vaunted 
monarchs of the air, driven to hasty re- 
treat by one butcherbird. 

Toadstools—all mushrooms are toad- 
stools, but all toadstools are not mush- 
rooms, as Many a man has found to his 
sorrow—lifted their Chinese faces from 
the corner of a fence, and beneath one of 
the fungi, wonder of wonders, was a toad. 
He was an uncommunicative rascal, that 
toad. IL poked him with a dead weed 
stalk, but never a word would he say. 
He merely blinked his great owl eyes, 

, took another wrinkle in his belly and 
, budged himself backward, further under 
*the. toadstool. His whole demeanor 
seemed to say: ‘‘Who, pray, has a greater 
right to this toadstool, you or the toad, 
which is.to say, me?” And, leaving him 
to his meditations, | went on to mother’s. 
it The gate—it is one of those pieces of 
picket fence swung on hinges between 
two other pieces of picket fence which 
run along the front of the little farm— 
swings hard. Somehow it is almost over- 
run with the Virginia creeper that for so 
long has made the side fence a veritable 
hedge row of green. Soon it will be 
covered with pink trumpet blossoms, but 
creepers, even aided by masses of beaute- 
ous bloom, make poor hinges for gates. 
3ut you all know about mother’s gate. 
She is too fond of her creepers and her 
roses to neglect them or to cut them out 
for such a useless thing as a gate, and 
father has been too busy all these years 
making a home and a living for us to mind 


a hanging gate. Anyhow, mother’s gate 
is always open, and what is the use of 
fixing the hinges when the gate is never 
used? 

And, at last, | am in mother’s yard. 
That four-inch sear in my flank hurts a 
bit, for | have had a long walk for a man 
three days out of the hospital. So I sit 
down under a palm tree, yellow-headed 
old landmarks that these two are, to rest 
a minute. Then it is up and on again, 
along the walk where the cream-colored 
roses and the deep red castilions form an 
arbor of bloom; round the corner where 
*the pink “Duchess” has completely 
covered one side of the house; on under 
the mat of honeysuckle which shade- the 
kitchen window—and there, standing 
beside the creeper-buried fence, hoiding 
one of the first spiracles of bloom in her 
hand, is mother! 

She is glad to see me—what mother 
ever lived who did not joy in the home- 
coming of her son—glad, albeit a bit 
worried, that I had wandered so far on 
foot. Into the house we went. mother’s 
house, and started to get back some of the 
fifteen pounds left in the House of 
Pain. 

After supper? Well, say, you know 
how to go to bed at mother’s, how you 
slip into that big four-poster bed, in be- 
tween the soft, white sheets, never later 
than eight o’clock—and then sleep one 
round of the clock, till eight o’clock in the 
morning. [Father has had his breakfast 
and is out whistling through the orchard, 
where the blackbirds by scores, all un- 
afraid, follow his fresh furrows. But 
mother doesn’t call you, not she. You 
could sleep till noon for all the noise she 
will make. She knows sleep is the medi- 
cine of the great All-Mother for her tired 
children; knows it is the greatest healer 
under the sun, and lets you sleep. 

And here I am, here I have been for 
these five days: but now I am going back 
to the whirl and the bustle, back to that 
199,999 fools who hug the city because 
they think they cannot make their salt 
anywhere else. But, bye and bye, I am 
going to get out of the Rut and into the 
Road, the Country Road, mind you, out 
somewhere near where mother lives and 
has her chickens. 
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HORSEPOWER 


RABBIT HUNT 
By THOMAS WESLEY 


ID you ever hunt jack rabbits by 
|) automobile? Not with shotgun 
accompaniment, but simply run 
them down—and that on the open prairie? 
That is the style of sport Walter 
Jerome Hill, youngest son of J. J. Hill, 
the railroad king, introduced in Montana 
last season, and it is thrilling enough for 
the most jaded; in fact so much so that 
the sport was confined to Mr. Hill alone, 
itsinventor. Polo playing, glacier climb- 
ing, ski running, and mile-in-thirty- 
seconds auto speeding, are all going some 
along the line, but chasing jack rabbits 
on a Montana prairie by automobile has 
them easily nailed to the mast—at least 
as practised by Mr. Hill. 

The thriller in question occurred last 
September a few miles from Great Falls, 
the great power city of Montana, and 
was such that the participants never 
desired to repeat the dose—other, of 
course, than Mr. Hill. The latter is about 
twenty-two years of age and can handle 
an automobile as another man does a 
walking cane, being absolutely in touch 
with every part of his machine. He has 
had eleven automobiles to date, one of 
which he made almost entirely with his 
own hands, working in the shops of the 
Great Northern and being his own 
machinist. In addition to being an ex- 
pert, Mr. Hill is afflicted with the speed- 
bug mania, and is only limited in his 
traveling by the speed of the machine in 
which he travels; and he generally has 
the best on the market. Like his elder 
brother, L. W. Hill, coming head of the 
Great Northern, and present managing 
vice-president, he is utterly fearless on 
a machine, and runs her wide open all of 
the time. 

During the building of the Billings 
and Northern road from Billings to Great 


Falls, which is virtually the Burlington 
line to the coast, Walter J. Hill has 
charge of the work as superintendent of 
construction, with headquarters in Great 
I’alls, and makes his trips from the latter 
city to Billings and return, along the line 
of work, a distance of four hundred miles, 
in his automobile, and always on record 
time. 

For instance, one Sunday, Ostler Joe, 
famous as a race horse on the tracks of 
both East and West a few years since, 
but now on the farm of his owner, W. R. 
(Billy) Randall, near Belt, was reported 
as very sick, the man in charge of the 
ranch telephoning to Mr. Randall that 
the horse was dying. Ostler Joe was the 
Randall breadwinner for many years, and 
is loved by Billy next to his own family, 
and the news caused him grief, No 
trains were running, and if there had 
been, the place is six miles from the rail- 
road, so that the chances for old Ostler 
Joe looked bad indeed. 

Mr. Hill, himself a lover of horses, was 
lounging about the hotel, and heard the 
troubles of Mr. Randall. 

“Have you a_ veterinary surgeon 
ready?” he asked, and Mr. Randall an- 
swered in the affirmative. 

“Well, if you and he want to get in 
my machine, I’ll take you out faster than 
you ever rode in your life,” remarked 
Mr. Hill casually, and the offer was ac- 
cepted at once. 

The veterinary, Dr. Alex. Cochrane, 
sat in the little rear seat and gripped the 
handholds, Mr. Randall sitting beside 
Mr. Hill, and the latter threw the throttle 
wide open. 

The testimony of Dr. Cochrane is that 
he remembered only a blur of scenery 
and a series of bumps, his hands being 
clinched like iron to the handholds, and 
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his hat and collar being lost en route. 
Mr. Randall was thinking only of Ostler 
Joe and forgot to be frightened, while 
Mr. Hill simply threw in more gasoline 
and opened the throttle a little wider. 
From the time the party left the Park 
Hotel in Great Falls until the automobile 
pulled up at the Randall farm, just 
thirty-seven minutes elapsed—a distance 
of twenty-four miles over a rough prairie 
road and with two deep gulches and 
numerous turn-outs. 

Dr. Cochrane was pried loose from the 
rear handholds and Ostler Joe was saved, 
but the run was one to stand a record 
anywhere. Dr. Cochrane, it might be 
mentioned, did not ride back in the auto 
but walked six miles to Belt and took a 
coal train home. 

Such records as this have been plastered 
all over Northern Montana by Mr. Hill, 
but the rabbit chase should be given a 
niche by itself. 

Mr. Hill is a quiet, unassuming young 
man of slightly over medium height, and 
of athletic build, having the head of his 
father, and whiskers which need the 
barber every morning to prevent the 
obliteration of his entire countenance— 
wherefore it might be said that he has 
the Hill whisker in abeyance—also he 
has the Hill fighting jaw. And with it 
all, he dresses like a cross between a dis- 
charged cowboy and a maker of axle 
grease, the former from choice and the 
latter from constant delving into the 
bowels of his own machine, and any 
other which may come across his path. 

In outer make-up, Mr. Hill looks any- 
thing but the generally accepted notion 
of the son of a multi-millionaire and 
monarch in the railroad world; and to 
make it stronger he generally rides in the 
engine ahead, or the caboose behind, in 
preference to the special car. But he 
has nerve, and the thrillingness of the 
sport introduced by him in the jack 
rabbit line is something to make Barney 
Oldfield and the rest of the fast ones look 
like selling platers—at least, that is the 
impression in Northern Montana. To 
chase around a carefully prepared auto- 
mobile track at a mile a minute or less is 
one thing; to chase over the trackless 
prairie on the trail of a dodging jack 
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rabbit at the same rate is quite another; 
in fact there is no comparison. 

The startling rabbit chase in question 

occurred September 17th of last year, 
Mr. Hill leaving the city in company 
with Mr. Theo. Gibson, proprietor of the 
Park Hotel and son of ex-Senator Paris 
Gibson of Montana, and Matthew Dunn, 
business man and capitalist. The ma- 
chine was Mr. Hill’s forty-five horsepower 
Packard cut down to racing form, and 
Mr. Dunn occupied the small chauffeur’s 
seat behind the double front seat, the 
purpose being to give him his first ride 
in a buzz wagon. He got it! 
* Mr. Dunn is one of the old guard, and 
owned herds of cattle upon the Montana 
hills long before Mr. Hill was born or 
automobiles more than thought of. At 
first he was nervous, and shouted for help 
every time a team was seen approaching. 
Later he made them all quit. 

The jack rabbit was sighted on the 
prairie near Benton Lake, sixteen miles 
east of Great Falls, and Hill decided 
to give chase. It was something he had 
wanted to do for some time. Anyone 
who has ever seen a large-eared Montana 
jack rabbit gaily saunter off on three legs 
into the distance, standing up jauntily 
on his hind propellers once in a while to 
take observation, will understand the 
start. An old jack only seems to use one 
of his hindlegs when moving off at a 
moderate pace. 

This rabbit evidently thought the auto- 
mobile a house on wheels and, galloping 
a couple hundred yards away, gave the 
rabbit-laugh as the house started his way. 

The house moved up a trifle closer, and 
the jack let out a féw links for a trial heat. 
A little more gasoline, and the jack be- 
came interested. When a jack becomes 
interested there is nothing to it but a 
dissolving view, and this jack laid one 
sar back on his shoulder and dissolved 
into the atmosphere. 

But a forty-five horsepower is some- 
thing of a dissolver itself, at sixty miles 
an hour, and for about two minutes there 
was the sight of a lifetime streaking across 
the prairie. 

The jack had both ears laid flat, and 
the exhaust from the auto was simply 
one long scream. 
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Then the jack found the moving house 
but eight feet behind him, and ducked. 
A strong, healthy jack can cut almost a 
right angle at sixty miles an hour, and 
this jack did it. Hill cut after him, 
and the machine stood on two legs making 
the turn, while the dust rose in a cloud. 

Dunn had by this time entered 
into the spirit of the chase; his sporting 
blood was up to stay; and with both 
hands gripping the handholds back of the 
big seat, he stood up and gave the war 
whoop of the ‘Last of the Mohicans.” 

“Turn her loose! Whee-e-e! Ki-yi! 
Whoop-ee!”’ he velled. a Why don’t you 
let her go!” 

Since young Hill’s advent in Northern 
Montana he had never before been ac- 
cused of throwing off anything in the 
speed line, and the suggestion of 
Dunn was gall and wormwood to his buzz- 
wagon pride. He let her go! 

Over prickly pears, badger holes, and 
any and all obstacles went the jack and 
the auto, Hill throwing the = gasoline 
plug open and reaching the very limit, 
with Dunn yelling for more spee| 
every minute and ki-yi-ing to be heard 
even above the scream of the machine. 

The speed register marked sixty miles 
an hour, and there it remained, except in 
making the turns, when a sudden slow- 
down was made. Gibson had both 
hands gripped upon the edge of the seat 
and both eves glued to the speed register, 
being anxious to give accurate testimony 
at the inquest upon that point later—if 
conditions shaped themselves right 
and the register continued to mark sixty 
on every straight-away pull. In passing 
it might be remarked that the register 





was only gauged to mark sixty, and ran 
out of figures above that. 

The wild chase was carried on for about 
six miles, the big jack turning a dozen 
times, and just escaping being run over, 
Dunn, staid business man, shouting 
words of encouragement to the jack and 
maledictions upon a machine which could 
not beat sixty miles an hour on the 
level prairie. Gibson simply eyed the 
speed register, gripped the seat more 
firmly, and longed for the simple life. 
Hill crouched at the steering wheel, 
dodged all the badger holes possible, and 
kept her wide open. It was a race to 
mpake eastern speed races look like mum- 
bly-peg practice. 

Six miles from the start the jack gave 
up all attempts at running and simply 
dodged. He was all in, and victory be- 
longed to the big machine. 

‘I just wanted to see whether my 
machine couldn’t run down a jack rabbit 
on the open prairie,’ remarked Hill 
as he slowed up and quit the chase. 

‘You've proved it can,” — sighed 
Gibson, looking up from the speed 
register for the first time. ‘Let’s go 
home for dinner.” 

“Aw, let’s hunt up another rabbit,” 
remonstrated the game Dunn. ch 
think that one had something the matter 
with his legs.” 

3ut the chase was over, and there will 
probably never be another like it. A 
wilder ride never was taken in Montana, 
and though the prairies are still covered 
with jack rabbits there has never been 
another, and there probably never will 
be—at least not without the coroner and 
undertaker as accessories afterward. 
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COOK’S MOTOR BIKE 





By N. H. CROWELL 


DOZEN of us sat idly on the cool 
porch of “mein host’’ Billy Beaber’s 


hostelry. Bikes of all hues adorned 
our front and lent a gorgeousness to the 
view. A fat man listening to the delect- 
able chuff chuff of motor vehicles drifting 
grandly by, yearns for something higher. 
Hedreams of outflying the hoot owl or of 
outstripping the bony heifer in her flight. 

Cook, as we all know, is a large person. 
He makes the scales creak to the tune of 
two hundred and twenty-seven and a 
trifle with his straw hat on. The vision 
of mobubbles floating by woke him up 
to the realization that he was behind the 
times. He grew irritable, chewed tooth- 
picks and indulged in water. This 
aroused our suspicions, but we were not 
prepared for the chilling truth. 

The desperado who drayed the bike 
up to the hotel tossed it out easily to the 
grassy lawn. We eocked our ears and 
blinked. 

Col. Duroe’s feet came down on the 
porch witha slam that jarred the mortgage. 

“Who's is that, by Hee?” he ejacu- 
lated. Colonel possessed a natural- 
grained, unvarnished curiosity bump 
that was lovely to behold. 

The rebate-taker wiped his horny 
hands on the apex of his pants and replied, 
“Tt’s got Cook’s name stuck to it.”’ 

At this opportune moment the villain 
himself strolled on the scene. He started 
fiercely in surprise as his eyes fell on the 
bike. He gnawed his lip speculatively as if 
he would stagger at an opinion. We obser- 
ved that he wassweating blood likea hippo. 

Cook removed his hat and waved it 
gently to and fro in front of his features. 
He then extracted a pink kerchief and 
pressed it to his baleony. Ernie Cone 
inquired if that was a lady’s kerchief 
and got froze to a blue cinder. 

Having at length recovered from the 
initial blow, Cook paddled down to the 





bike and caressed it lightly with his hand. 
We were sitting with our chins hanging 
over the rail by this time, and his actions 
were doubtless somewhat circumspect. 
We saw that he appeared particularly 
pleased and happy. 

“Who’s going to furnish that thing 
with gasoline?” asked a familiar voice 
from the interior. We knew it was 
Beaber, and refrained from looking. 

But Cook ignored us all—he was be- 
coming engrossed in his subject. 

He hitched up his trousers in a dainty, 
nautical style and squatted down in front 
of the bike. After a brief inspection he 
carelessly jabbed a finger into the midst 
of it and grunted intelligently. This was 
to impress us with the information that 
he knew just about all there was to be 
known about motor bikes. 

Hale, the painter, came along on his 
way down to Jacoby’s, with whom he was 
going fishing. He saw the bike, stopped, 
snorted and pawed ground. He touched 
it gently to see if it was charged with 
lightning. Then he took his hand and 
put it in his pocket for Cook was glaring 
jagged holes through his vest pocket. 

Presently Cook arose and laid hands 
on the bike. Then he drew a big breath 
and shouldered it—7.e., the bike. <A 
motor bike in full dress like this one was 
is no feather, and it must have required a 
carload of muscle to perform the feat 
But Cook would have shouldered the 
national debt just then rather than fail 
when we were watching. 

Having purchased the bike with money 
he had laboriously stacked up in the 
bank, Cook felt that he could be as familiar 
with it as he pleased. He faded away 
around the corner and we breathed again 

Five minutes later the musical clink 
of a hatchet and the raucous rasp of nails 
being yanked from their native element 
advised us that the troub'e was being un- 
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sarthed. We kept our seats on the porch. 
It was a long way around the hotel, we 
were weary, and besides Cook might get 
excited and wound one of us with the 
hatchet. 

Half an hour dragged by with a broken 
back and Cook suddenly hove on the 
scene clothed in his suspend: ~s and with 
a gasoline can tenderly clutuhed in his 
left hand. He held an olive-green pam- 
phlet in his only other remaining hand 
and was intently perusing it. As he went 
by us his nose was buried in it to the hilt. 

“Posting up,” remarked John Sutton, 
who spoke once every three weeks and 
then strictly to the point. 

“Betcherlife!” said Hank, as he 
grabbed old Nim’s hide and pulled it half- 
way around his framework. Old Nim, 
by the way, was the hotel bird dog, just 
then suffering from the shaking palsy, 
due to late nights and inexperience. 

Cook flashed by in the reverse direction 
about three minutes later. He whisked 
around the corner so quick he fooled his 
shadow and it went back thirty-five feet 
to pick up the scent. 

Time dragged along and we began to 
wonder whether Cook had fallen into the 
cistern or broken a leg on the chopping 
block. Our cruel fears were hushed, 
however, when a smothered yell sud- 
denly scrambled up the clapboards, leap- 
ed over the hotel and fell upon our ears. 
We recognized Cook’s breath at once. 

“To the rescue, lads!”’ shouted some- 
one, presumably Short or Thomas, and 
we dashed away on our errand of mercy. 

Cook was dusting his pants when we 
reined in beside him. He had appar- 
ently monkeyed. with the. motor bike 
when it was red and it had stung him. A 
frisky motor bike colored like an Italian 
sunset is not to be toyed with. 

“Who’s bike? What did it cost? 
Second-hand or new? How’ll you trade 
for a team of bronchos?”’ inquired Talcott 
stepping up with a pad in his hand and 
a pencil in his teeth. 

Cook focused us with his optical at- 
tachments. They possessed the gleam 
peculiar to the hound pup who has 
formed an intimate acquaintance with 
the cordial tomato can. 

“Had the seat too low and stepped 
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over the thing,”’ he growled, reluctantly 

A dense, gloomy silence enveloped the 
spectators as Cook picked up the bike 
and glanced critically at it. As he 
seemed in doubt we at once gave ground 
and took up positions at safe distances. 
Cook adjusted the saddle and got on 
gingerly. But his knees rubbed his stom- 
ach and he had to adjust it some more. 

“Wear a belt!’”’ suggested Bob Rae, 
from a safe spot back of his own fence. 

Cook paid no attention but loosened 
and tightened with the precision of an 
electrician down at the light plant. 

After a decent lapse of time and tugging 
he clambered aboard. A shove, followed 
by a few kicks on the pedals and he was 
going. He feinted with his left at the 
works. Evidently he missed, for he hand- 
ed it a straight jab next time and then. 

“ Kachugkachugkachugkachuggychug- 
whuffwhuff!!!” 

It was the fastest start ever seen on 
that track. The back lawn appertaining 
to Beaber’s lunch emporium at once 
assumed its place amid the great race 
courses of history. Cook’s neck was nearly 
dislocated with the sudden jerk, but he 
held on like an applicant for a pension. 

“Whishittywhish!” Cook was skim- 
ming in and out among the apple shrubs 
like a barn swallow chasing mosquitoes. 
He passed trees so close you couldn’t 
have stuck a three-cent piece between, 
and it became at once apparent to us 
that he was neither responsible nor able 
to direct his course among the confined 
limits of his endeavors. 

Apprehension was written on our fea- 
tures. It may have been written on 
Thomas’, but he was wearing a full set of 
dark brown whiskers and it couldn’t be 


seen. Cook was gaining velocity and 
momentum. He was also increasing in 


centrifugal inertia, probable force of im- 
pact and general heinousness. 

Notoriety was also perching on his 
banner, for every door, window and knot- 
hole in the hotel had its quota of human 
faces, and each face was dressed in a 
broad, cutaway grin. 

“Stopper!” yelled Cook, as he went 
by Sutton and blew smoke into his eye. 

His next station was Carter. Carter 
is brave as a tiger—he has faced the 
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deadly board bill many a time and come 


off vietor. Carter reached forth an arm 
and elutehed Cook in his flight. To be 
exact, he grabbed him by the shirt. He 
got forty per cent, but Cook went on un- 
dismayed. He wore a look as if he had 
been basely betrayed. 

“Head me off!” he yelled. Hank Moore, 
the only man who could have headed him 
off, drew back like a cobra and de- 
clined. 

By this time the atmosphere was 
redolent of gasoline, smoke, dust, cinders 
and remarks. Cook looked like a small 
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in its teeth and straightens out. Cook, 
of course, is still attached to it. In three 
vicious leaps it rushes into the hotel wash 
which wraps itself fondly about Cook’s 
neck and streams gayly in his rear. 
very eye in the audience holds its 
breath as the tragedy proceeds. Fate looms 
dire on the horizon. The infuriated bike, 
encouraged by its success, leaps madly on. 
But help is at hand. A brave, un- 
daunted cow bars the way. Her strangely 
noticeable ribs present themselves as a 
target for the red demon that is kid- 
napping our unlucky friend Cook. 
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By Ike Mcrgan 


“HER STRANGELY NOTICEABLE RIBS 
hairy, comet and sounded like a grain 


elevator running away. 


“Rattletebang!” That was empty 
peach cans back of the ash pile. 
“Swish!” See yon cloud of smoke 


hovering aloft like an eruption of Vesu- 
vius? That is composed of ashes. 

“Squawk!” This distressing sound 
arises from a hen suddenly stricken with 
nervous prostration. The distant thunder 
that greets the ear is merely the remarks 
of the assembled multitude. 

But hold! <A thrill of fear shoots 
through the mob—the bike takes the bit 
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THEMSELVES AS A TARGET * * *"’ 
Kathud! Oh, what a fall was there 
my countrymen! It was unique. Cook 
never hugged a cow so hard in his life 
before. He seemed all taken up with 
her. The bike was breathing its last as 
we rushed up and speared Cook out of 
thedebris. The cow ran out a tongue like 
a yard of tripe and licked the writer’s face. 
We put Cook tenderly to bed and spent 
half the night with lanterns searching the 
lawn for his belongings. The bike was in- 
carcerated in the icehouse where it cooled 
off in time. It wasa great day for ducks! 
Alasthebike—caramba the steam buggy!!! 





BOBBING TIP-UPS AND A BATCH 
OF PIC 


KEREL 


A day’s sport that would make the redskin aborigines turn in their graves 


By P. D. 


ber day and the subject of our con- 
versation was fishing. 

The old man of the party was regret- 
ing that there was no sizable sheet of 
water within tramping distance where 
the two strangers could be initiated into 
the art of fishing through the ice; a sport 
at which he was an adept, and of which 
he had been giving us some very interest- 
ing particulars. 

The Indians, he said, had instructed the 
immediate descendants of the May- 
flower’s crew in this ideal winter pastime, 
and it was therefore one of the most 
ancient sports in the State of Massachu- 
setts and one that numbered among its 
votaries men in all ranks of life, and his 
reiterated regret was that there appeared 
to be no means of giving us a practical 
exhibition of its attractiveness. 

But modern science was quite equal 
to the oeeasion, for our host suggested 
utilizing his automobile for the run of 
twelve miles to the lake in the Wilbraham 
Mountains, of which our mentor had 
spoken in such glowing terms and wherein 
were supposed to dwell pickerel of stu- 
pendous dimensions and pike of Brob- 
dingnagian size. 

At first it hardly seemed possible that 
any car could tackle the steep mountain 
grades, considering the state of the roads, 
which were six inches deep with snow in 
the city, and would probably be con- 
siderably more outside. But our host 
had the most explicit faith in the capa- 
hilities of his “Knox Waterless,” and 
over-ruled all objections. ‘‘There’s no 
water to freeze,” he said, ‘even if we 
leave her standing on the ice for hours; 
and as for hills, why. she’d climb Pike’s 
Peak if she had to.” So the point was 


[" was a typical New England Decem- 
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ecarried, and soon all were hustling, for 
the precious morning hours were fast 
slipping away. 

Bait, in the shape of a can of a hundred 
shiners was hurriedly fetched, and to- 
gether with an ice chisel and the tip-ups 

of which more anon—was placed in the 
‘ar. Then when the necessary eatables 
and drinkables had been prepared, the 
party of five, well wrapped up, took their 
places, and a camera being added to the 
impedimenta, set off on what was to 
prove a most enjoyable excursion. 

What the afore-mentioned Redskins 
would have thought of this essentially 
modern development of their winter 
sport we can only surmise. 

The thermometer registered eight de- 
grees above zero, and the light breeze 
had a sting to it which brought the color 
to the cheeks and acted like a tonic to 
the spirits of the party. The city was 
soon left behind and the first upward 
climb through the pine woods commenced. 
These trees were seen at perhaps their 
very best, the evergreen branches being 
loaded with snow which glistened and 
sparkled in the winter sunlight. 

The car more than justified her owner’s 
confidence, taking the hills with ease 
and answering her helm with never a 
trace of the dread skidding. 

Two elderly ladies riding in a sleigh 
behind an equally elderly horse, whose 
worn-out demeanor gave the lie to any 
vapability of bolting, caused the party 
much amusement by their evident fear 
of the car. Turning their faithful steed 
around in his tracks and driving into the 
yard and behind a farmhouse, they had 
just passed, they did not reissue from 
their refuge until the dangerous machine 
had left them two hundred yards behind 
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The drive was comparatively un- 
eventful, inasmuch as everything went 
smoothly and the passengers were en- 
abled to enjoy to the utmost the many 
beautiful views opened to the gaze 
through the bare trees, and which sum- 
mer voyagers would never see. Let none 
say winter is no time for motoring. 

The lake, beautifully situated between 
rising hills and bordered by pines, was 
reached all too soon. Selecting an open 
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space between the trees, our host rode 
straight down on to its frozen surface. 
Then to prolong the pleasure of the run 
he made a complete circuit of its three 
mile circumference at top speed; the 
glorious exhilaration of that spin is 
beyond description. Refusing a request 
to repeat the feat, on the grounds of 
“tempus fugit,” the car was halted within 
a hundred yards of the shore and the 
serious work of the day began. 
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the afler-dinner smoke was being enjoyed around the blazing fire * * 
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Whilst the fishermen were making 
their preparations, the novices were in- 
structed to light a fire and prepare lunch 

this needs no description, being familiar 
and beloved enough of sportsmen the 
world over—but the setting of the tip-ups 
is deserving of less summary treatment. 

They, the tip-ups, consist of thin, flat 
pieces of wood measuring about eighteen 
by two inches, to one side of which is at- 
tached a strip of steel which, when bent 


over the top, is caught by a length of 
stout wire bent to receive it and attached 
to the opposite side of the wooden up- 
right. To the loose end of the spring a 
small red flag is secured. ‘The line is 
knotted into a small loop, the position of 
which is regulated by the depth of water, 
and then hooked on to the wire. The 
result is that when the fish bite the 


spring is released and the flag gaily 
waves. 
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Some twenty of these were set at dis- 
tances varying from twenty to thirty 
yards from each other. The manual labor 
required being by no means light, but the 
long iron ice chisel is a wonderfully effec- 
tive weapon in the hands of an experi- 
enced operator and the holes were cut 
in a very short time, quicker, in fact, 
than the tip-ups could be set. 

Bites were conspicuous by their ab- 
sence and the old man was jollied in con- 
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STREAM 


Instructions were hurled at him, and 
the aged angler hopped around in a fever 
of apprehension, repeating again and 
again his instruction, “‘ Don’t jerk him.” 
A goodly length of line was lowered away 
until a determined tug signalled the fact 
that the fish was fairly hooked. Then 


the line was rapidly but smoothly drawn 
in until the glistening sides of a fair-sized 
pickerel appeared in the opening. 

All had so far gone well and a smile 


‘* Some forty odd pickerel constituted the actual catch” 


sequence. He explained this by stating 
that it was just about noon, and that the 
fish would not bite now until the sun 
began to decline; he could give no ex- 
planation of this peculiar phenomenon. 
But its truth was illustrated by the fact 
that it was not till the after-dinner smoke 
was being enjoyed around the blazing 
fire that the first inspiring cry of “‘there’s 
a flag” was heard. 


It was unanimously agreed in the run 


across the ice that the honor of landing 
the first troplry should be bestowed upon 
the junior of the two guests. 





of contentment beamed on the seers’ 
face; but the inclination to jerk the fish 
through the ice was too much for the 
novice, and with a flash and a wriggle 
the prize was gone. 

‘Didn’t I tell you not to jerk him,” 
stormed the outraged fisherman, but fur- 
ther denunciation was interrupted by 
another ery of ‘Flag up!” and then an- 
other and another. 

So rich was the harvest that the car 
was requisitioned, and the novel sight 
might have been seen of a 30-H. P. car 
flying over the lake with an impatient 
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fisherman balanced on the running board. 

The mobility of the car was wonderful, 
the tortuous course between the holes 
being negotiated with ease and even when 
facing away from the hole the mere ped- 
estrian was easily out distanced inthe race. 

Some forty odd pickerel constituted 
the actual catch, though many more bites 
were recorded, but the playing being 
delayed owing to the fisherman being 
occupied, the fish succeeded in releasing 
themselves. One aged member of the 
tribe, when finally caught, disgorged no 
less than four of the precious shiners 
before succumbing. 

The absence of bait caused the cessa- 
tion of hostilities, and it hardly seemed 
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possible that two hours had slipped away 
since lunch, and that the sun would soon 
be disappearing behind the hills. 

The fire was still smouldering, so fresh 
logs were piled upon it and the party 
once again gathered around its hospitable 
blaze, and discussed the day’s doings over 
a final pipe. 

“‘ Never a pike,” the old man was heard 
to mutter, but when rallied upon his 
seeming ingratitude to a generous Prov- 
idence, he condescended to admit that 
the day’s sport had been fairly good. 

Then, as darkness began to set in, the 
car was reloaded and the tired but satis- 
fied party set out upon the homeward 
run. 


FISHIN’ 


By EDWARD k. BEEKS 


Mighty glad old winter’s gone, 


Spring an’ summer comin’; 


Longin’ for the bluebird’s song, 


Honey bees a-hummin’. 


Ef summer ‘d only last all year, 
Like I’m always wishin’, 

I*d go down to Thompson’s pier, 
An’ spend it all a-fishin’. 


Bestest place you ever see, 
Bass an’ bullheads swarmin’, 
Catch a string there, Dick an’ me, 


Almost any 


mornin’. 


Some folks says th’t on this earth 


I ain’t got no mission, 


Jus’ ‘cause ever since my birth, 


I've been daft 


on fishin’. 


Wife she says they ain’t no doubt, 
Ef I was a-dyin’, 

Dick could come an’ git me out 
Without half a-tryin’; 

An’ we'd hike to Thompson’s pier, 
Where the bass was swishin’, 

Bid farewell to every fear, 


An’ settle down to fishin’, 
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“Life should be written in three chapters: 
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Getting ready to go fishing, going, and getting 


SALMON FISHING -ON MONTEREY BAY 


By 


HAT angler has forgotten the thrill 
he experienced when he got his 
first strike from a big game fish 
and the excitement that followed 

in landing it? And where is that 
having experienced first, 
tinue to long for other strikes and more of 


one W ho, 


his does not con- 
them: 
To those seeking such pleasures | would 


Bay, California, and 


say, “(io to Monterey 
have a day’s sport with that royal fish, the 
‘quinnat salmon,’ the finest game fish that 


swims.” 

Monterey Bay is situated about eighty miles 
south of San Francisco and is easily accessible 
by rail from almost anywhere. On the shores 
of the bay are the beautiful and historic little 
cities of Monterey, Capitola and Santa Cruz, 
where first-class accommodations of all kinds 
can be found. 

A short 
are the Coast 


distance to the east of these cities 


Range Mountains down whose 
flow no less than thirty- 


redwood-clad sides 


eight trout streams, from any of which a fine 


creel of these “speckled beauties” can be 
taken. 
In these mountains within easy reach of 


Santa Cruz or Capitola is situated the “Big 
Jasin Park,” a tract of land consisting of no 
less than thousand virgin red- 
wood forest in which may be found thousands 


six acres of 


of the largest redwood trees of the species 
Sequoia semprevrians. Here are trees over 
twenty feet in diameter and over three hun 
dred feet tall. which 


the most egotistical with his own smallness 


serve to impress even 


and insignificance. 


WALTER R. WELCH 


No place in California offers the combined 
attractions to the sportsman as does the vi- 
cinity of Santa Cruz, for here he will find deer 
and quail hunting, salmon and other sea fish 
ing, the most beautiful forest and mountain 
scenery on the coast, the finest of trout fish 
ing, and can also enjoy all the pleasures to be 
had at a seaside resort. 

Monterey Bay affords some of the finest and 
most varied sea fishing to be had in the world. 
In its waters are to be found upwards of one 
hundred and fifty kinds of fish, most noted of 
which are the“quinnat salmon,” tuna, sea bass, 
vellow tail, benita, barracuda and mackerel— 
a strike from any of which is likely to be had 
at any time while one is trolling for salmon. 

The fishing for salmon is done by trolling 
from row boats and power launches and the 
fishing height during the 
months of June, July and August. 

A short walk to the wharf one day last sea- 
me face to face with my old 
friend and boatman, Bob Coburn. 

“Hello, Bob! Are you engaged for to-mor- 
row morning ?” 

“W-e-l-] n-o. 
out, Walt?” 

. remarked that a friend and IT would like 
to go out, and he told me to be ready at six 
o'clock in the morning as the fish were strik- 


season is at its 


son brought 


Why? Do you want to gc 


ing early. 

The appointed time next morning found us 
at the wharf. The bay was as quiet as a mill 
pond and Bob was alongside of the float. with 
his neat Whitehall boat. 

An examination of the contents of the boat 
disclosed two good stiff rods about eight feet 























long, supplied with reels on which were about 
two hundred yards of 18-thread “cuttyhunk” 
linen line; a good supply of “Wilson’s sal- 
mon spoons” ranging in size from No. 4 to 
No. 7; a supply of bait hooks (sproat hooks, 
No. 4 to No. 7-0) tied on 12-foot linen lead- 
ers, a good supply of swivels and sinkers of 
different sizes and weight; a good gaff; a 
club to kill the fish when landed; a bucketful 
of fresh sardines to be used for bait in case 
the fish would not take the spoon; a jug of 
fresh water and a light lunch; and a bucket- 
ful of hand lines to try for bottom fish in 
case the salmon would not strike. 

Thus equipped we certainly ought to be 
able to eatch fish and have a good time, so 
pulling far enough away from the wharf to 





A MORNING’S CATCH AT 


clear the kelp, we prepared to put eut our 
lines. 

“You’d better bait one and use a spoon on 
the other,” suggested Bob, ‘‘until we find out 
which the fish will take, using a heavy sink- 
er and a light sinker to find out what the fish 
are doing.” 

“It is a great morning and the fish will 
surely strike,” I exclaimed enthusiastically. 
It was the latter part of June, there was a 
high fog, and the morning hours were dark— 


just the right light for trolling in these 
waters. 

Bob had been pulling along with a slow 
steady stroke on a zig-zag course, when— 


“Whoop! Hold on there!” friend. 


cried my 
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Then a scream from the reel and a glance at 
his rod told me that he had a strike from a 
sea bass. 
“Holy Smoke! What have I got? 
be a whale. It pulls like a horse.” 
The steady inclination to 
vinced me that my friend had hooked a large 


It must 


“sound” con 
sea bass. 

After twenty minutes hard work with the 
fish, it was brought safely to gaff and land 
ed. It proved to be a 50-pound sea bass and 
after admiring his catch my friend 
baited up and put out his line. 

A very short time later he jumped as if 
he had stuck with something, there 
was a from the and a marked 
disturbance in the water fully a hundred feet 


again 


been 


scream reel, 


AND TWO SEA PASS 


QUINNAT SALMON 


behind the boat convinced me that he had 
hooked a salmon and a large one at that. 
Away went the fish, taking out almost all 
of the line, but Bob his business an.J 
kept rowing around in a circle, so gradually 
my friend regained line. As 
the fish was brought boat his 
bright sides flashed like silver through the 
water. My friend handled him like a veteran, 


knew 


some of his 
nearer the 


fully realizing that a moment’s slack line 
would mean “all off.” 
Under and around the boat the fish went, 


but Bob knew how to handle the boat and he 
kept the line clear, until at last the fish began 
and shorten the By skill 
ful work he was brought to gaff and safely 


to weaken runs. 
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landed in the boat, and after the blood had 
gall re- 


from his mouth, my friend simply 
And well he might, for 


been washed ftom his sides and the 
moved 
shouted with delight. 
a “quinnat salmon” is indeed a beautiful and 
shapely fish, and especially when in prime 
condition and able to tip the scales at thir- 
ty-seven pounds as this one did. 

Not having had a strike on the spoon, 1 
recled in my line and 
placing in its stead a bait hook, and forth- 
with proceeded to “bait up” with a good sized 


removed the spoon, 


sardine. 

I had no gotten my 
desired length and was trying to distribute 
myself comfortably about the interior of the 
boat, when “bang” went my reel and I jerked 


sooner line out the 


myself to my feet in an instant. 

Whew! There he goes “bucking off’ un 
til there is hardly a turn of line left on the 
reel; then he “sounded.” and thereby de- 
fined himself—a yellow tail. 

Just at that moment my friend let ent a 
yell, “I have got one,” and for the next half 
hour we were each kept busy. until at Jast 
we succeeded in bringing them safely to gaff. 

The victims proved to be a yellow tail of 25 
pounds anda “quinnat salmon’*of equal weight. 

And so the sport continued until a glance 
at my watch informed us that it was nearly 
noon and as the northwest trade wind 
coming up it was time to return home if we 


was 


were desirous of avoiding a hard pull against 


the wind; for although we had not seemed 
to go very far in the course of our morning’s 
adventurings, a look around showed about 
three miles of the “deep blue” between us and 
the wharf. 

A stock-taking of our catch showed a total 
result of seven salmon, one yellow tail, one 
sea bass, four bonita or three 
mackerel and a barracuda; the 


weight of which reached nearly three hun- 


“skip jacks,” 
aggregate 
dred pounds—fish enough, surely, for one day! 

Upon our arrival at the wharf we were met 
by our good friend, Herman Ghering. 
took our catch in charge and prepared it for 
shipment by express to the friends 
names we gave him. Having thus disposed 
of our fish I Bob and 
his palm” with a fresh green five-spot which 


who 
whose 


took aside “crossed 
he accepted with thanks and assured me of 
the preference on those days when anglers 
are many and boats few. 

At times when the salmon run is at its 
height, as many as fifty fish are taken per 
boat per day. These large catches are made 
as a rule, however, by market fishermen, who 
use hand lines. and sell their fish to a ean- 
nery located at Monterey. 
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At no other place can the game and tooth 


some “quinnat salmon’? be taken with heoi: 


and line. Once in a great while one is taken 
by anglers trolling for striped bass in San 
taken at the 
near Tomales 


fishing 


Francisco Bay and a few are 
mouth of “Paper Mill Creek,” 
Bay—but the 
with rod, reel and line in California 
had in Monterey Bay during the months of 


cream of the salmon 


is vo be 


June, July and August; and the sportsman 
there at that 
fun there is to be had 


who makes a visit time for the 


fishing, will not re- 
turn disappointed. 

Should he desire to camp among the giant 
red-woods he will find many beautiful and 
convenient places to pitch his tent, where he 
can enjoy all the pleasures of outdoor life 
trout fishing in the streams and salmon fish 
ifig in the bay. 

Santa Cruz county operates and maintains 
a fish hatchery all her own and each veat 
liberates in her thirty odd streams many mi! 
lions of trout and salmon fry, so that the 
vehtle sport with rod and line is insured to 


the“angler for many years to come. 


THE ALGONQUIN NATIONAL PARK 


| have failed to find many people even in 
Ontario who know even approximately where 
the big Algonquin playground of the North 
still 
an examination as to its more exnaet 


is, and there are fewer who could pass 
location. 
Almost due north from Buffalo and Torontea 
and due north-by-east of the Muskoka Lakes, 
lies this delectable summerland of the Algon 
quin National Park, so superbly ample in its 
area of a million and a half aeres; so lavish- 
Nature with her 


beauty, so 


ly decorated by richest 


charms of scenic bounteously 


stocked with fish and game and bird life, so 
filled 
to make of it one vast sanitarium. 

The 
of the Algonquin Park 
discussion on the part of a few earnest Nature- 
late 
ander Kirkwood, of the Crown Lands Depart 
ment, Toronto, who may he fairly ealled the 
Father of the Park. Then followed inspections 
of the 
into the 


moreover with the tonie of pure air as 


writer reealls the legislative genesis 


the vears of aerdemie 
and Alex 


lovers foresters. notably the 


timber limits involved, the investiga 


tion whole park proposition by a 
government commission, and finally there was 
found in the late Hon. Arthur S. Hardy, when 
Lands for Ontario, a 
minister with legislative 


skill drafted and introduced to the Legisla- 


Commissioner of Crown 


cabinet who rare 
ture the measure that made the park a fact. 


Mr. Hardy also laid the foundations for its 








~ - 
EP a, 


FLY FISHING ON THE MADAWASKA, ALGONQUIN NATIONAL PARK OF ONTARIO 
‘That mysterious delight of pursuing an invisible object, which gives to hunting and fishing their 


unutterable and almost spiritual charm; which made Spakespeare a mighty poacher, 
Davy and Chantrey the patriarchs of fly fishing 
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equipment and control, wisely placing it in 
the hands of Mr. Thomas W. Gibson, Deputy 
Minister of Mines, who has made an able ad- 
ministrator thereof. 

Many a beneficiary of the 
through the coming years, as in the past, 
move grateful votes of thanks to the men who 
were far-sighted and patriotic enough to se- 
cure for the people, in perpetuity, this regal 


park will, 


domain of the North-world. 
The gateway to the park is on Cache Lake, 
where the Government headquarters are to 


Yh 


7h ? 


BURNT LAKE, 


ALGONQUIN NATIONAL 


in the park come back to me as I write. The 
first, as it is the last note, to the dweller 
from the city, is the soothing spirit of this 
garden of quiet. Nature is not noisy; only 
man is. The trees only whisper, the wind 
rarely shrieks its messages, the falling rain 
is a lullaby, and the lapping of waves, the 
stroke of the paddle, the footfall on the mossy 
trail, all say to the lucky hunter for rest and 
recuperation: 

Listen to our 


“Quiet down! Quiet down! 


silence! Listen, and learn.” 





PARK OF ONTARIO 


**\lmost due north from Buffalo and Toronto lies this delectable summerland, so superbly ample in its area of a 
million and a half acres; so lavishly decorated by Nature with her richest charms of scenic beauty, so 
bounteously stocked with fish and game and bird life, so filled, moreover, with the tonic of 
pure air as to make it one vast sanitarium.” 


be found, At headquarters are the substantial 
buildings of Superintendent Bartlett and his 
staff of fifteen The have 
blazed hundreds of miles of trails and cleared 
many more, besides building over thirty shel- 


rangers. rangers 


ter huts. so that the chief waters of the re- 
gion are interconnected and provision is made 
for the shelter hut 


bunk or needed ap- 


traveller. In each is a 


two, a stove and other 


pliances and comforts. 
Many pleasant 


memories of my summefs 





So one learns, even if a dull pupil. One 
learns much, more perchance than he dreams. 
One certainly learns to appreciate the art of 
the simple life, for a brief spell, the fact 
that many of our necessities of modern life 
are mere frills—the fact that much of that 
same modern life is strangely contradictory 
and inconsequential. 

But life in the Algonquin woods is sug 
gestively rich along many lines. Go to the 
thou wise and learn of it, and 


beaver, man, 




















I took many a lesson from the fat little law- 
protected rascals whom I found working over- 
time and breaking all the union rules that 
were ever formed, in their dam-building enter- 
prises. Busy as bees they were, not only re- 
pairing partially destroyed structures, but 
erecting new ones on the most approved and 
up-to-date engineering plans. 

One learns old lessons anew from the birds, 
and birds there are a-many in this million- 
acre apiary. The same law that protects 
the beaver and the smaller fur-bearing ani- 
mals, protects the deer, the moose and the 
caribou. They, too, enjoy the freedom from 
danger, and swim the streams or feed at the 
lily beds or foregather at the fords quite re- 
gardless of animals with two legs and that 
walk upright. They have even become inured 
to the click of the camera and are not un- 
willing to look pleasant! 

If the charm and beauty of the Algonquin 
National Park were more fully known, as it 
is bound to be as the good news spreads, 


hundreds would seek its wooded seclusion 
and revel in its aromatic delights where 
scores now find their way. It is Ontario’s 


finest summerland playground, easily acces- 
sible by railway, and it is calling to the tired 
sons of men to drink at its fountain of health 
and to take fresh heart therefrom and _ re- 
newed life for the battle that is ever waged. 
May a kind and beneficient Providence waft 
me to Algonquin’s rich retreat many times 
before another and a longer journey is taken, 
Frank Yeigh 
Montreal, Que. 


“SMALLMOUTH” VS. “SQUARETAIL” 

In the number of FIELD 
StreEAM I asked a few questions in regard to 
black fishing with artificial flies, and 
want to thank all those who have so kindly 
given me the benefit of their experiences. 

The very best sport I ever had with small 
mouth black bass was surface fly fishing one 
cloudy day in the month of June some years 
ago, and, while I have used the same “gang” 
—professor, grizzly king and red ibis—and 
scores of other combinations many, many 
times since, I have never been able to even 
approach that day’s catch, much less equal 
it, either by casting or dragging flies; in fact, 
invariably from that day to this, I have had 
better luck with various “bait,” and there- 
fore am forced to the conclusion that the 
conditions then were extraordinarily excep- 
tional, and that other lures are more uni- 
formly successful. 

It may interest Mr. MacDougal to learn 
that a year ago I took five squaretail speckled 


December AND 


bass 
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trout aggregating six and one-quarter pounds, 
on a gang consisting of “belle’ and “Mon 
treal,” in exactly the same time it took a 
friend fishing the same water with “garden 
hackles” to bring one half-pounder to net. 
By the way, will Mr. Bignell, who is both 
a trout and bass fisherman, and who wrote 
so interestingly in the March issue, give us his 
opinion of the relative gameness of “small- 
mouth” and “squaretail?” This is a subject 
certain parties who fish together every sea- 
have had under discussion with their 
guides as regularly as the years roll around. 
Last August they had a chance to'settle it 
to their satisfaction. In the coming May, 
the same argument will be brought forward 
for debate, perhaps not to the conviction of 
all concerned, but there will be no deadlock 


son 


in the house; this time there will be a ma- 
jority on one side. 
The responses printed in February and 


March must have been read with pleasure and 
profit by all rodsters fond of fly fishing, and 
I trust there will be a whole lot more in the 
near future. 
For past and future replies no one has been 
or will ke more grateful than, 
Albany, N. Y. W. B. W. 


REMARKABLE SHARK TAKEN 


An unidentified shark was captured in a 


seine at Santa Barbara, Calif., March 1, 1907. 
Its length was 32 feet, girth 14 feet, and it 
was estimated to exceed 6,000 pounds. It has 


been bought for the British Museum, the skin 
being removed intact and skeleton cleaned for 
shipment. Scientists disagree as to species, 
several maintaining that it belongs to the 
“bone-shark” species; others think it a “bask 
ing-shark”; but the trend of opinion seems to 
favor the claim that it is a individual, 
hitherto seen only in the Indo-Pacific seas and 
once captured upon the Peruvian coast. 


rare 


CASTING TOURNAMENT 


The second fly and bait casting tournament 
of The Anglers’ Club of New York is to be 
held in Central Park, New York, on the 16th, 
17th and 18th of May, 1907. 

Our tournament last fall decided 
success, but this spring we shall make even 
a better showing than we did last time, for 
we have had the experience of one tourna- 
ment, and with additional events. as well as 
early and wide advertising, this, our second 
tournament, should equal, if not surpass, any 
heretofore held. 


was 3 


R. C. HEtp, 
Chairman Program Committee 
614 Madison avenue, N. Y. City 











BREEDING HABITS OF THE SMALL-MOUTHED 


BLACK BASS 


WILLIAM S. THOMAS, M.D. 


O anyone interested in the natural his- 
Ty tory of the small-mouthed black bass, 
the exhibition from a bass hatchery 
at the New York Sportsman’s Show this year 
afforded an unusual opportunity. The breed- 
ing habits of micropterus dolomieu are not 
known as are those of the 
much written members of the trout 
family. There are a number of disputed 
points which were made clear in a_ recent 
conversation with the proprietor of the 
hatchery. For five years past he has 
been studying the habits of this fish, 
and has been an intimate observer of its fam- 
ily life. The beginning of the breeding season 
depends upon the temperature of the water 
in which it lives. From about the middle of 
October until the ice goes out in the spring 
the bass remains in quiet seclusion, and dur- 
ing this hibernating period they eat nothing. 
The fingerlings in the hatchery he huddled 
together in swarms at the bottom of their 
tanks, apparently motionless all this time. 
There is but little change in the size anid 
weight of the fish, except for slight shrinking 
of the abdomen. 

When the temperature of the water reaches 
sixty-four degrees Fahrenheit, the breeding 
promptly begins. During the past 
three years this has occurred in the hatchery 
in question, which is in the southern portion 
of New England, on May 10th in one year, 
12th of the same month in two 


as commonly 
about 


season 


and on the 
years. 

The male selects his mate and repairs with 
her to the spot selected for the nuptials, where 
with mouth, central and caudal fins they clear 
away alge, mud and débris from an area 
about three feet in diameter on ihe stony or 
sandy bottom, where it is at a depth of from 
eighteen inches to seven feet. 

After perhaps four hours of preparation 
circling about and caressing each other the 
pair are wrought to a high pitch of excite 
ment. During this time both of them, but 
especially the female, become lighter colored, 
and the mottlings stand out in more distinet 
contrast than usual. If a brightly mottled 
adult ‘fish is seen in the shallow water of the 
hatchery pond, her changed color is taken as 
an indication of recent spawning, and a search 
is made of the beds or boxes for the new laid 


eggs. 


The eggs are deposited, and immediately 
fertilized, after which the of the nest 
is attended to by the male parent solely, who 
drives away all intruders, fish much 
larger than himself, perhaps—even his mate, 
if she shows any inclination to remain about 
the nest. This is a remarkable exception to 
the usual rule amongst vertebrates, which are 
commonly reared during infaney by the motn- 
er for the most part or by father and mother 
together, or in turn. It is but a few years 
since this fact has been recognized, but it is 
now generally admitted. 

The female ejects from one-third to one-half 


eare 


even 


of all the eggs in the ovisaes at one time, the 
remaining portion being immature. When 
first spawned, the eggs are grayish and trans- 
lucent. The milt as ejected is colorless and 
transparent. 

Not until he or she has reached a length 
of eleven or twelve inches, is micropterus 
dolomieu ready to mate and rear young. Let 
all good anglers remember this and never kill 
one under a foot in length, no matter whether 
protected to that size by state game law, as 
at the Belgrade Lakes in Maine. or whether, 
as in New Jersey, the law mistakenly permits 
the black bass as small as nine inches, to be 
killed. For this size of eleven to twelve inches 
to be reached full 
growth under favorable conditions. 


requires a four years’ 
Although the fact is not generally accepted 
—rather is it generally denied—the small- 
mouthed black bass commonly raises two or 
even more broods of young in a season in the 
natural state. The male remains to protect 
his progeny until they seatter to shift for 
three Then his 
again turns to thoughts of love, and 


soon he has 


themselves when weeks old. 
fancy 
and another 
and a second brood is under way. 

But in the hatchery the fry are taken away 
from their watchful and solicitous parent as 
soon as they are hatched on the tenth day. 
He then loses no time in mourning his be 
reavement, but 


wooed won mate, 


another 
Under such circumstances one par- 


seeks consolation in 
espousal, 
ent may raise four sets of progeny between 
May 15th and July Ist, the end of the breed- 
ing season in this latitude. 

It is the opinion of some anglers that the 
black will not take the lure when in- 
cubating. Others seem to think that he may 


bass 




















be easily caught at this time. Perhaps the 
truth lies between these two opinions. Whea 
a minnow or a fly-hook appears in the vi 
cinity of the spawning bed, no notice may be 
taken of the trifle; but let a large revolving 
bait come into view, or anything else which 
may be taken to threaten the fam'ly serenity, 
a dash may be made to drive it away, with 
a resulting hook in the parental lip. 

In all probability the temperature of the 
water as mentioned affecting the 
time of mating may be a relative rather than 
an absolute controlling influence. Farther 
north or south the mating time may occur 
when the temperature of the water reaches 


above in 


a higher or lower point than is the case at 
the hatchery spoken of. 

Micropterus dolomieu has lived and thrived 
in water which was for a short time at the 
high temperature of 91° Fahrenheit, while it 
is a doleful brook trout who finds himself in 
a temperature above 70°. 
best as a game fish in clear, cold water. He 


Our bass is at his 


brings joy to the angler in many waters; in 
pond and river, in brook and lake; in the 
north country and in the sunny south. This 
adaptability to widely varying ecnditions on 
tue part of our stout-hearted and noble friend 
with the bronzed back is one of the chief rea 
sons for his rapidly growing popularity and 
far-reaching circle of admirers. 


THE COMING INTERNATIONAL BAIT 


CASTING TOURNAMENT 


AND FLY 


That there seems to be a considerable amount 
of interest taken in the International Tourna- 
ment of the Bait and Fly Casting Clubs, which 
is to be given by the Racine Fly Casting Club 
at Racine, Wis., August 15, 16, 17, 1907, is 
evidenced by the many commendatory letters 
which the committee are receiving from various 
sources. The manufacturers are responding 
nobly to the call which has been made on them, 
and as a result, the prize list promises to be the 
biggest ever offered. 

It is the general impression that we will have 
the biggest crowd at Racine that has ever 
attended a tournament in the history of the 
sport, and it behooves each and every one to be 
up and doing. It is the earnest desire of all 
committees that no favoritism be shown anyone 
in any way, and this, of course, is meeting with 
general approval. New clubs are being formed 
in various places, and will no doubt rapidly 
affiliate with the national association. Milwau- 


kee has dropped into line, and ought to support 
a first-class organization, and being close by, 
they should be well represented at the tourna- 
ment. 
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- In this connection we wish to say that the 
National Association has given the matter of 
the ‘‘professional’’ its close attention. Every 
consideration and courtesy will be extended to 
the reputable and sportsmanlike ‘“‘profes- 
sional,” and opportunities will be given him 
to display his skill and make records, and a 
sincere effort will be put forth to make all re- 
strictions as fair and friendly as possible. 

However, it is recognized that the time has 
arrived to establish a demarcation between the 
two different interests, and the Racine Tourna- 
ment will be conducted largely for the caster 
who engages in the sport solely for the love of it, 
and who is without trade jealousies or financial 
interest in the game. 

A. H. Barnes, 
Chairman Publicity Committee 
Racine, Wis. 


NEWFOUNDLAND NOTES 

Last year the angling was exceptionally 
good and very few sportsmen were reported 
as having got the proverbial “hard lines.” 

It is noticeable that in the last couple of 
lady anglers are becoming more 
plentiful. Lady Sybil Grey, daughter of the 
Governor-General of Canada, led the way last 
season and proved herself to be a genuine 
angler. She hooked some good salmon and 
grilse, and brought most of them to net; one 
salmon especially put up a good fight, but 
after a strenuous tussle, which lasted some 
time, and extended along a good bit of the 


vears 


river, she killed her game and received the 
congratulations of the admiring spectators. 
Several American ladies also gave a good ac- 
count of themselves, as will be seen by a 
glance at the accompanying list. Through the 
courtesy of Hon. Eli Dawe, I have secured a 
copy of some of the official returns from the 
the west coast. It will be seen 
that most of the anglers had very good sport, 
and all were successful. I am sure a perusal 
of the list will interest anglers. 

Up to date the promised legislation taxing 
foreign sportsmen has not materialized; so 
that the salmon, grilse and sea-trout fishing 
is still free, no rod tax being imposed, or no 
license being required in the island. For any 
angler making dates for the coming season 
these returns will make interesting reading. 

Mr. Thomas Downey, Guide:—Mr. Stanley 
Henshaw, Providence, U. S. A., June 8 to 
July 3, 18 salmon, 174 Ibs.; Mrs. Stanley 
Henshaw, Providence, U. S. A., June 8 to 
July 3, 5 salmon, 55 Ibs.; Miss E. Nicholson, 
Providence, U. 8. A., June 23 to July 4, 7 
salmon, 50 Ibs.; Captain C. M. Granger, New 
York, July 25 to August 10, 5 salmon, 60 Ibs., 


rivers on 
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47 grilse, 13 trout; Mr. F. F. Downward, 
England, June 6 to July 6, 23 salmon, 234 
Ibs., 10 grilse; Col. Weston and friend, Hali- 
fax, June 5 to 15, 11 salmon, 10 to 12 Ibs. 
Arch A, A. Melsaac, Guide:—Col. Strachan 
and A. C. Mitchell, England, June 20 to July 
6, 19 salmon, 230 Ibs., 23 grilse; Major and 
Mrs. Ashburton, England, June 26 to July 12, 
11 salmon, 105 Ibs., 38 grilse; R. A. Murray, 
Boston, 12 salmon, 173 lbs., 6 grilse; R. B. 
Job and father, St. John’s, 11 grilse, 35 Ibs.; 
Capt. Rhodes, London, 20 salmon, 173 Ibs., and 
16 grilse; Col. Ward, London, 21 salmon, 202 
Ibs., and 12 grilse; William Duffin, Halifax, 
7 salmon, 93 Ibs., and 5 grilse; Mr. Sladder, 
St. John, N. B., 12 salmon, 130 Ibs.; Mr. 
Tucker, St. John, N. B., 14 salmon, 115 Ibs. 





ia 
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10 salmon, average 7 lbs.; Geo. Benoit, 3 
salmon, average 7 Ibs. 
W. J. Carroll 
St. Johns, N. F. 
A STRANGE EXPERIENCE IN SALMON FISHING 
Little River, Codroy, is well known to 
many sportsmen for its splendid salmon 


pools, which, in the summer, abound in spec- 
kled beauties. Especially has the “Red Bank 
called on account of a high red 
cliff on its side—gained a reputation among 
anglers. It lies just at the foot of a rapid, 
and at times fairly swarms with the sportive 
fish: a veritable fisherman's paradise. 

dere a Mr. Goadley and the writer found 


Pool”’—so 





MR. GOADLEY’S SALMON, WEIGHT THIRTY-ONE POUNDS 


As is noted in Mr. Tompkins story on the next page, this fine specimen, when finally brought to gaff 
after a gallant fight, was found to have been hooked in the back fin 


Guide:—Rev. J. Herton, 
Soston, 5 salmon, 52 Ibs.; Mr. Chas. Walker, 
Soston, 5 salmon, 38 lbs.; Lord Howick, Can- 
ada, 2 salmon, 20 Ibs., 28 grilse; Lady Sybil 
Grey, Canada, 2 salmon, 27 lbs., 11 grilse; 
Col. Ward, England, 12 salmon, 114 Ibs.; Mr. 
R. Murray, Scotland, 2 salmon, 16 Ibs., 2 
grilse; Captain Rhodes, England, 5 salmon, 
39 lbs.; Edwin Wood and party, New York, 
2 salmon, 27 Ibs., 36 grilse; Revs. O’Donovan 
and Russel, Baltimore, 1 salmon, 10 Ibs., 12 
grilse, 22 trout; Mr. J. F. Muir, Scotland, 4 
salmon, 39 lbs., 34 grilse, 36 trout. 

Camille White, Guide:—Mr. Walker and 
friend, 12 salmon, average 8 lbs.; Mr. Webb, 
16 salmon, average 12 lbs.; S. and F. Jones, 
(name unknown), 


Peter Mouise, 


6 salmon, average 6 Ibs.; 


themselves one fine morning in last August, 
just as the sun was peeping over the hills 
which rose on the south of the river. 


“Each purple peak, each flinty spire, 


Was bathed in floods of living fire.’’ 


After whipping the pool for about half an 
hour we succeeded in landing one “good un,” 
of about fifteen pounds. This was “first 
blood” for Goadley, and when we could call 
the salmon “ours,” he inquired, “Do they all 
run like that, or was there something wrong 
with this fellow?” I made answer that 
they sometimes put up a greater fight, and 
that they all seem to have “something 
wrong” once they get hitched on in good 
shape. 
































Now, however, the breeze which had been 
blowing all the morning, causing a ripple on 
the water, died gradually away; and as the 
morning sky was cloudless, the pool became 
like a sheet of shining silver in the bright 
sunlight, and the water as clear as glass. 
We could plainly see the salmon, and now 
and then a big fellow would turn a little on 
his side, which would shine like a dime sink- 
ing in a dark pond, and the salmon could 
see our every movement. 

Under such circumstances the fish scarcely 
ever rise to the fly, and as our chances of 
getting any more were slight, we left the pool 
to partake of a light luncheon, which T quick- 


lv prepared. Then, while Goadley was en- 





By Miss Ann Morton 


RED BANK POOL, LITTLE RIVER, 





rar, | put on two large hooks bait- 
better known as 


joying a ci 
ed with “garden-hackles,” 
worms. 

Going to the head of the pool, I let the 
drop into the current, and the bait 
was dangling temptingly among the 
largest salmon in the pool. 

Thinking I felt something nibbling at the 
bait, I gave a sudden jerk, and in less time 
than it takes to tell it, my reel was spin- 


“dose” 


soon 


ning out as if the line were attached to a 
race horse. The click of the reel was now 


away up in G. Zr-r-r—how it did hum! 
Goadley had never had much chance at this 
kind of sport, as he was from Boston, so I 


A STRANGE EXPERIENCE IN SALMON 


CODROY, 


FISHING 





offered him the rod, which he gladly accepted. 

Every now and then the salmon would leap 
out of the water to show us that he was a 
large one and a “fresh run,” i. e., he was not 
long up from the salt-water. 

By this time the line was nearly all out 
and he had not slackened his speed in the 
least; so I asked my friend for the rod, and 
taking it in hand, I started to run down the 
river bank. But, as you may well imagine, 
there was a vast difference between my rate 
and that of the fish, so the line, alas! came 
to an end, which was tied on to the axle of the 
reel, and snapped like a thread, and away 
salmon, line, hooks and all. 

I turned around, and there 


went 


was Goadlev 





NOTED FOR ITS SALMON FISHING 


running up and down, hat in hand, giving 
the alarm in a high note to two other sports- 
men who were coming to try their luck av 
“Red Bank.” One of them jumped into a 
canoe with me, and we went in search of the 
line. The salmon jumped once or twice, and 
by this we could see that he was still hooked. 

At first we thought that our efforts would 
be in vain, as the current very 
We continued to search, however, for iialf an 
hour, and were on the point of giving up, 
when to our surprise and joy, I saw the line 
wound round a large stone. Putting down 
my gaff, I brought the line to the surface, 
and bringing it carefully to the shore, lest the 


was strong. 
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salmon, if he were still attached, should be 
disturbed and begin his mad career anew, | 
passed it down through the rings and made 
it fast once more to the reel. 

Now general excitement prevailed again. 
Mr. Salmon was still our captive, in one 
sense. He gave a few acrobatic plunges and 
swirls, showing his broad tail, which had 
become split in the course of his struggles, 
and when this happens, the salmon never 
leaps over water again. 

He soon showed signs of giving up, by turn- 
ing on his side, so one of the new arrivals 
waded out carefully and made a good shot at 
him with a gaff, and we soon had the slip- 
pery treasure ashore. 

Great was our surprise, to find that he had 
been hooked in the back fin, a fact which ac- 
counted for the hard fight. 

The fish tipped the scales at thirty-one 
pounds, and I can say I was mighty tired 
after carrying it home. 

This is by no means a “fish story,” and 
can be vouched for by the two sportsmen who 
took part in it. 

T. Sears Tompkins 

Little River, Newfoundland 


A FITTING ACKNOWLEDGMENT 
Mr. H. A. Driscole, of Peekskill, N. Y., the 
art-master of game fishes, sends us the fol- 


lowing letter, which we are pleased to pub- 
lish, because Mr. Driscole is not only an un- 
equalled artist field, but as 
might be expected, he is as well an enthusias- 
tic and accomplished angler: 

“About three years ago I wrote you in re- 
gard to one of your paintings, ‘The Buil Dog 
of Fresh Water,’ and you very kindly made 
reply to my letter and sent me some photo- 
graphs of your work, which pleased me very 
much. Unfortunately, I am one of those 
individuals born with a champagne appetite 
and a beer purse, otherwise I should own one 
of your paintings, providing, of course, that 
the appetite and purse were in harmony. 1 
noticed in the February number of FIELD AND 
STREAM that they had reproduced in colors 
your beautiful picture which T so much ad- 
mired, although I have never been fortunate 
enough to have seen the original. I immedi- 
ately sent for one of the reproductions. It is 
very fine, and I am simply delighted with it. 
The head and eye are remarkable. No one 
but an angler could have painted such a pic 
ture, and I am very happy to be the possessor 
I have for many years been 


in his special 


of even a copy. 


an enthusiastic fly fisherman, and my home 
is on a stream that has been a splendid bas¢ 
river, and I feel that | 


know a small-mouth 


bass in action. I never expect to see a finer 
piseatorial painting than is shown in your 
work. May your eye keep clear and your 
hand steady for many years is my sincere 
wish. Your work will certainly be a heritage 
to please the angling generations to come, to 
say nothing of those of us th>* are here. With 
kind regards, I am, 
Yours fraternally, 


Charles C. Elliott 


Since sending the above to the printer we 
have had a call from Mr. Driscole and he 
informs us that the constant sight of the 
reproduction has changed Mr. Elliott’s mind, 
and the temptation to become the happy pos- 
sessor of one of Mr. Driscole’s originals has 


dl . . 
waxed so strong that he has decided to satisfy 


his “champagne appetite’ and has ordered 
another bass painting to be made for him.— 
Ep. 


ANGLING 

What various thoughts this word, “Ang- 
ling” has suggested to different people. 

There was a time when a man who “wast- 
ed” his time in fishing with hook and line was 
by many of his fellows looked upon as a 
worthless sort of a chap and as one who was 
rather beneath them as an associate. That 
time, we of the guild may be thankful, has 
passed, and while in the eyes of many very 
busy men, whose pleasures are of a more 
strenuous kind, our sport is looked upon 2s 
rather a tame one, they will concede that, as 
a rule, we. are rather a decent lot of fellows 
and manage to keep out of jail. We have 
so-called anglers whose principal object in 
“going fishing” is to work as hard as possible 
and kill as many fish as they can. If this 
particular brand is young there is hope for 
him and he may improve. Another class of 
anglers we meet are those who believe only 
in their particular method of fishing, and 
brand as unsportsmanlike the dub who may 
choose to use worms or other live bait of 
which they do not approve. 

This brother of our craft, while his inten- 
tions are of the best, is a little lacking in 
the true sympathetic spirit of our “Father 
Izaak,” and, like wine, will surely grow bet- 
ter with age. While many of us believe that 
certain baits and methods give the greatest 
amount of sport, let us not look upon any of 
our brothers as unsportsmanlike unless they 
use methods that do not give the fish a rea- 
sonable chance for escape in a fair fight. The 
angler who fishes for count, who does not take 
proper care of his fish after they are fairly 
killed, and sees that they are put to good 
use, who is lacking in the little courtesies 























By F. F. Scrnberger 


““PISHERMAN’S LUCK ”’ 


Result of a lay's trout fishing jn total —no fish hog about this 
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and the least, un- 
fortunate. 

What 
as he wanders down the stream, even though 
at the end of the day his creel may be light! 

There are always the beauties of the shore, 
the great variety of foliage shades, the flow- 
ers in their forms and colors, the 
changing grain and always the interesting 
sky. What angler who has fished in a moun- 
tain country has not had impressed upon his 
mind the graceful outline of some beautiful 
evergreen tree silhouetted against a cleur 
blue sky, or the delicate colorations of violet 


of boat stream is, to say 


pleasures the observing angler gets 


varied 


not had such an experience come into your 
life, something is due you that is worth while. 
which come 
north wind 
There 


“The pleasures of angling.” 
when the season closes, “and th: 
doth blow,” are not the least of them. 
may be a short period after tackle is care- 
fully put away when our thoughts are turned 
entirely to other things, but this is a very 
short time. 

If we be literary, our thoughts soon wan- 
der to that little shelf of angling books, and 
the pleasures of lake and stream are lived 
over again in the enjoyment of those good 
things told by the blessed Walten, that have 





RADIOGRAPH OF 


Pier, Coney Island, and Dr. Search also made the radiograph 


A FLUKE 
This fluke was caught by Dr. Charles J. Search of Brooklyn, N.Y., while fishing for striped bass from the Old Iron 


‘The picture is remarkable in that it shows better 


than in any other possible way the size of the brain, the arrangement of the bones, the general interior formation 
of the fish, and last but not least the manner in which an O’Shaughnessy hook takes hold when once it gets inside 


a fish’s head. 


We respectfully recommend a careful study of the bone arrangement as here shown to all those 


who have any expectation of some day negotiating one of his counterparts served up on a platter with sherry sauce 


and pink of the afterglow on a grand and 
If there be such, we hope they 
again and get something 


rugged peak. 
may “go a-fishing” 
from their trip besides fish. 

And think of the blessed companicnship our 
sport has brought us, the good fellows we have 
spent days on the stream with and shared the 
pleasures and discomforts of ‘‘Fisherman’s 
luck.” 

Who has not made a chance acquaintance 
on the stream and divided a frugal lunch with 
him, or given him some favorite fly or bait, 
and had this acquaintance develop into a good 
If you be a worthy angler and have 


friend ? 





lived through many generations and come te 
be our most sought for angling classics. 

Then we have our Thaddeus Norris 
who was called the Walton of America, and 
well deserved the title as the spirit of his 
life and work was surely Waltonian. 

What a heritage for the present and com- 
ing generations we have in the writings of 
Prime, Mather, Cheney, Harris, Hallock, Van 
Dyke, Wells, Geo. Dawson and many others 
whose names are not only dear to us, but to 
the great fraternity of other countries 3 
well. 


Elgin, Il. 


own 


Charles C. Elliott 



































COMPETITIVE FLY AND BAIT CASTING AS 


A POPULAR SPORT 


LY and bait casting tournaments are 
worthy of all encouragement, as they 
uwaken and sustain interest in what 


r 


one might term the finer arts of angling. 
The unaccustomed hand lacks in cunning. 


After a lapse of months without practice one 
may “know how” and yet fail lamentably in 
applying this knowledge. Aside from the ele- 
ment of laudable rivalry born of such com- 
petitions, a casting tournament offers the hest 
possible school of instruction in the elements 
of the art, and 
study the varying methods of individuals who 
have acquired a high degree of proficiency. I 
is a fact beyond dispute that we have still 
many more fishermen than anglers, and even 
among the latter the average steudard of skill 
is so amazingly low that the uninitiated have 
excuse for the belief that casting js an un- 
profitable accomplishment. This is naturally 
to be expected when one pauses to consider 
that the majority of American fly and bait 
through 


as the novice may con.pare 


wholly untaught save 


their own persistent and discriminating eu 


casters are 
deavor. 

Those unacquainted with this new and fas- 
cinating sport cannot get a better idea of its 
possibilities than by reading what Mr. Lou 8. 
Darling says of it in his new book, entitled 
“Tournament Casting and the Proper Equip 
ment.” Here are his own opening words: 

“The growth of this popular sport in the 
last few years has been truly phenomenal 
and reflect vast credit upon the 
American sportsman’s appreciation of gen 
tlemanly, scientific sport. Besides the larger 
and more representative clubs of the Na- 
tional Association, numerous smaller clubs—- 
smaller in membership, but not in enthusiasm 
—are everywhere in evidence. Their tourna- 
ments, which in former years were but mere 
small gatherings of club their 
friends and the ever-present are 
now huge affairs of vast interest to the whole 
angling fraternity and the sporting world in 
general, looked forward to and prepared for 
many months in advance. 

“The attendance, by comparison with other 


such as to 


members, 


‘cranks,’ 


days, is tremendous and one sees all manner 
of men and women, too, among the enthusi- 
astic and interested spectators, for rich and 





old and young, wise and callow—all 


into one homogeneous lump of 


poor, 
welded 
interested humanity by the magic word—‘an- 
gling.’ One meets often the good, gray ‘old 
timer,’ who dubiouslv at 
many of the ‘high-falutin’ 
notions, and is great 
length on the 


are 


, 


shakes his head 


new-fangled and 
prone to 
wonderful qualities of his old 


discourse at 


Payne, Leonard, * Murphy, Mitchell, Chubb, 
Devine, Thomas, Nerris and rods of other 
famous makers—names ever dear and hal 


lowed to the thoughtful and thankful angler 

“The ‘Noble Order of Irrepressible Cranks’ 
is also everywhere in evidence, for angling, 
compared to other sports as a hot-led for the 
production of this has 
all the rest beaten ‘four ways from the jack’ 

and then some. Also is the keen and eage1 
‘Young American’ very much in the 
vround, and I upon this as one of the 
healthiest signs for a rapid and prolonged 
growth of the sport. The aptitude and ability 
of the younger generation to absorb by watch 
ing and never-ending 
of wonder to the questioning and 


interesting species, 


fore 


look 


listening is a source 
and 
inquisitive voungster of to-day will often be 
found on the emulating 
formances in pretty good style. 

ability of 
such as to place them well up in the ‘second 
di ision’ and they are always coming on 

The West 
some veritable prodigies whose casting has 


me, 
morrow your” per 
Indeed, the 
some of casters is 


our younger 


never going back. has produced 
been close to the ‘professional’ marks, while 
I. personally, know of two young chaps, sons 
famous 


ofa Lake Hopatcong 
can make many of our older casters take a 
pretty well the The 
women, too, besides taking a keen interest in 


guide, who 


seat towards rear, 
the game and ‘rooting’ hard for their ‘hubby,’ 
‘best voung man,’ 
sport as 


have en- 
and made 
The West, always 
boasts a team of 
five women who can defeat any team of men 
not picked from the best, and the remark 
able part of it is they can pretty nearly do 
it. Then, too, the makers of and dealers in 
fishing tackle will be found always ‘on deck,’ 
keenly alive to the situation and 
the lookout for new ideas to spring later 


big brother or 
the 
a most creditable showing. 


tered contestants 


progressive and assertive, 


ever on 











60 





upon some less wideawake rival. These same 
men and their interested representatives may 
be seen at every meet, making friends among 
the novices by timely advice, chaffing and 
‘knocking’ each other good-naturedly, and ever 
ready to and help along the 
verbially overworked and fretful ‘committee.’ 
Much of the modern tournament 
casting in this country is due to the steady 
interest and untiring work of many of these 
men, as is also the wonderful perfection of 
rods, reels, lines, ete., which they have pro- 


assist pro- 


success of 
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hold of a 


proper tackle to use, but I laid 
faithful old rod and entered the next event, 
which believe, the seventy-five foot 
class—that to all who had 
never cast a greater distance in any tourna 
iment contest. I failed to cover myself with 
glory in this, my first attempt, but while | 
finished as an ‘also ran,’ I did defeat several 
of the other and was fairly 
‘stung’ by the microbe of tournament cast- 
became an enthusiastic follower of 
from the hour. The next day I 


was, I 


is, an event open 


contestants, 


ing, and 
the sport 











LOU 8. DARLING, AUTHOR OF 
THE PROPER EQUIPMENT,” 


MR. 


duced after tiresome and costly experiments. 
very well my introduc 
tion to the I was watching one of 
the contests at the Show in 
New York—it was one of the middle-distance 


“T can remember 
game. 


Sportsman’s 


fly casting events—and remarked to a friend 
standing by me—l! think I could beat some 
of those chaps myself.’ His reply, naturally 
enough, was: ‘Why don’t you try it? This 


set me thinking, and I finally made up my 
mind to do it. 
the game and had no idea of what was the 


I was absolutely green at 








THE 
EXECUTING 


NEW 


‘TOURNAMENT CASTING 
FORWARD ‘‘DRIVE”’ 


BOOK AND 


THE 


started out to get some standard book on 
the subject to read up and study, and was 
sorely disappointed when I was unable to 
find did the next best thing I 
could think of and that was to find out who 
the best casters were and observe them. For 
many days after that I played the role of 
‘rail-bird’ and kept as close a watch as pos- 
upon the practice and in 
contest. 1 observed as far as possible the 
general build and action of their rods, the 
sizes and styles of their lines, the lengths of 


one. So | 


sible experts in 
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leaders, their methods of casting and re- 
trieving the line, ete. I became acquainted 
with some of them and asked, I fear, many 
questions which were considered prying to say 
the least. 

“Little good the questions did me, however, 
for I soon found, as | might 
that Mr. Expert was not willing to give away 
any of the tricks and the game, 
if he could help it, and it up to me 
to find out and learn what I could for myself. 
Before the tournament was over I had about 
settled in my mind the kind of rod I wanted, 
and soon had three started—a four-ounce, a 
five-ounce and a nine-ounce. 

“They were long in coming 


have guessed, 


secrets of 
Was 


the 
mer was gone before | received them, to my 


and sum- 


regret, for J had hoped to be able to work 
out the perplexing question of a line by 


practice. While I had no chance for outdoor 
practice, | lost no time when the next tourna- 
ment at the Sportsman’s Show came around 
and as soon as the doors opened I was busy 
in the big tank. 

“T soon found, by the rarest of good for- 
tune, that my three rods 
and veritable wonders of 
had, in the meantime, been doing some theo- 
retical work on the proper lines and 
was my delight to find I was not far wrong. 

“After considerable experimenting in the 
early morning, and by numerous bends and 
splices, I got my lines balanced about right 
and started to practice as if my life de- 
pended upon the outcome. My 
hopes were more than realized, and at the 
end of the tournament—two had 
scored in fifteen events, winning among others 
the championship events for the four-ounce 
rod and the heavy rod. 

“Although one may, in a measure, be ‘to 
the manner born,’ yet it requires much care 
ful thinking out of puzzling little things 
and plenty of hard, conscientious work be 


were magnificent 


casting power. | 


great 


successful 


weeks—I 


fore the newcomer at the game can hope to 
land in the coveted first division and line 
up in the open events. Still, there is no 









AS A POPULAR SPORT 


question in the minds of everyone but that 
there are many modest fishermen who would 
shine in most any event, could 
they but be induced to make a try. To all 
such as may be interested and are held back 
by fear of making fools of themselves I 
beg them to profit by my example and have 
a try at this exciting and keenly interesting, 
gentlemanly sport. At the same time I must 


tournament 


sound this fair warning. If you do make 
a start, you are absolutely certain to be 


‘stung’ by the casting microbe and the tourna- 
ment fever soon runs riot in your system—nor 
is there any known cure at the present time. 

“The fascination of bait-casting is particu- 
larly alluring, and the most deadly in its 
after it has laid hold of one. 
Each time a cast is made, to result perhaps 
in a miserable fizzle, in your delirium, you 
fancy an elfin voice whispering at your ear— 
‘the will it.’ And you 
and cast, reel and cast—each cast of more in- 
than the one before, until the day, 
never long enough, has slipped away ere you 
noticed it. I know a most genial gentleman 
who came to watch a bait-casting event at a 
tournament for the first time. He was an ex- 
pert fly fisherman, but knew nothing of the 
beautiful and precision of the 
head bait cast. After watching the event he 
was so taken with it, that he asked a com- 
petitor if he might try a few casts. After a 
few disastrous trials he made, to his great 
delight. a fairly That settled it 
for him! The next day he purchased a tour 
rod, reel and casting line of the best 
hurried home. When re- 
the afternoon was to 
find this staid old fisherman seated upon the 


action once 


next cast do so reel 


terest 


grace over- 


good cast. 


nament 
make and his wife 


turned in she amazed 
floor of their long drawing-room, totally ob 
livious of his surroundings, and casting away 
for dear life at an old opera hat in a far 
corner. 

“T could mention many other incidents of a 
like sort to show what a hold the sport takes 
upon which all to the 


grossing interest of the game.” 


one, goes prove en 











THE SPORTSMAN" S WORLD 





make 


change of ideas. 


‘Vowadays when a man begins to brag about his 


goes out.” 


SPEECH OF MR. JUSTICE LONGLEY 
LAST DINNER OF THE CANADIAN CAMP, ‘ 
AT THE ASTOR HOTEL, NEW 


YORK CITY 


I have often enjoyed the delights of Ameri- 
can hospitality, and, even under purely 
American auspices, I never felt sensible of be- 
ing a stranger. But, I feel 
partly under Canadian auspices. It is’ the 
dinner of the Canadian camp and the name 
bears the flavor of home. Recognition of 
Canada is grateful to her sons. We have 
reached the stage when we are claiming rec- 
in the world. We are all Britons, 
but since our population has in- 
million’ and our trade and 
figure which greatly ex- 

European nations, and 


on this occasion, 


ognition 
of course, 
creased to seven 
resources reached a 
that of many 
since our area opens up possibilities second 
to no existing nation, we are beginning to 
feel the pulsations of national life, and our 
young men are beginning to dream dreams 
national entity, when Canada shall be 
nation and the name ‘“Cana- 


ceeds 


of a 
recognized as a 


dian” command the respect of the world. Of 
course, we seek first recognition from our 
great and only near neighbor. I have been 


told that Lord Grey’s recent speech in New 
York has done more than all previous utter 
ances to draw the attention of the people of 
the United States to the growth and natural 
potentialities of Canada. If so, good luck 
to him and may these Canadian camp dinners 
help along on the same lines. 

On these occasions there should be a hint of 
sport, a flavor of game. When one is espe- 
cially asked here as a guest, it establishes his 
position as a sportsman. I wish to sail under 
no false colors, and, therefore, it is only fair 
to show you how suddenly and easily my rep- 
Till forty, 
immersed in the cares of active professional 
and political life, T had scarcely 
realized that such things as hunting and fish- 


utation as a sportsman was made. 


so much as 


We bespeak the codperation of all our readers to 
this department helpful. 
effort will be appreciated; 


BEFORE THE 









Be assured your 
we grow through inter- 







audience gets up and 


‘big string’ the 


ing were among the rational diversions of 
man. I had adopted the cynical definition 
of fishing that it represented a fish at one 
end of the line and a fool at the other. I 
thought that a full-grown man, having any- 
thing to do in the world, who deliberately 
went fishing should be looked after by his 
friends, 

At last, on one occasion, when at least 
forty, | found myself the guest of a friend in 
Ontario, who proposed a trip to the Rideau 
Lakes for a bass fishing tour. I could not 
refuse, but I looked upon the enterprise with 
inward scorn. We went and lodged at a 
charming place called “Anglers’ Inn.” At 
five the next morning we were up and ready 
for the boat, armed with rods and gear. Ii 
was a beautiful, calm morning in July, the 
lake was like a sea of glass, the rich foliage 
festooned the islands to the water’s edge, and 
the branches of the trees were reflected in 
the quiet depths of the watery mirror. We 
came to the fishing ground, anchored, and 
threw a line baited with the gentle minnow. 
I can scarcely convey the depth of my con- 
tempt at the extreme folly of the whole pro- 


ceeding. Suddenly there was a tug at the 
line. I was roused and proceeded with zest to 


challenge the issue. The fish was resolved 
to get away, and I was equally determined 


to land him. He rushed and danced and 
leaped in the water, but I kept the line taut 
and gradually wound the reel until in due 
course he was near Massey’s landing net. 
The struggle continued. I was all aglow with 
excitement. At last the fish was caught in 
the net and lifted into the boat. It was a 
beautiful four-pounder, and I gave a shout 
that echoed from a thousand islands. In an 
instant a new world had dawned. The cor- 
roding cares of public life were forgotten and 
for three days I revelled in the pure and un- 
adulterated joys of a fishing tour, each ex- 
pedition being rewarded by a fine haul of 


black bass. I was rejuvenated, born again, 
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and since then I have had many delightful 
hours of unmixed pleasure and revelled in the 
exhileration of the most healthful and _ in- 
spiring of human diversions. 

But now I come to the important part. I 
at once sat down and wrote an account of 
my first fishing venture for Outing, entitled 
“Bass Fishing on the Rideau,” in which, in 
addition to the actual incidents, I ventured 
to weave in some special features of rowing 
home in the soft twilight under the over- 
shadowing branches of foliated trees, from 
which came the poetic warble of the Whip- 
poor-Will, recalling a verse of the song 
which runs: 


It is said that whatever sweet feeling, 
May be throbbing within a fond heart, 
When listening to Whip-poor-Will singing 
For a twelvemonth will never depart; 
Oh, then we will meet in the woodland, 
Far away from the hurrying throng, 
And whisper our love to each other 
When we hear the first Whip-poor-Will song. 


My little story was published, and forth- 
with came letters from all parts of the con- 
tinent seeking light and information on fish- 
ing places and problems. In a moment | 
found myself an authority on matters of sport, 
while those who had devoted years to rod and 
gun and could adjust the color of each fly to 
the tone of the atmosphere were left in ob- 
security. The moral to be derived from which 
is, if you wish a reputation as a sportsman, 
the true policy is not to fish or shoot, but to 
write magazine articles. 

After this confession, let no man say that 
1 am sailing under false colors. The inter 
vening years have added greatly to my experi 
ence, but I do not pose as a great authority 
on sport. 

But I recognize the propriety of the Cana- 
dian camp. I think I am right in saying 
that Canada has some of the best fishing 
grounds in America, and this is recognized 
in the name of this club. The United States 
have already so filled up with population that 
the conditions necessary to the full enjoyment 
of sporting recreation are getting cireum- 
scribed. But immense areas of Canada are 
still undisturbed by the rising hum of indus- 
try, and there the sportsman finds his last 
paradise. 

It is true that the President of the United 
States can find exciting recreation in killing 
bears in Wyoming, but most of those under 
his sway, not being fettered by official prece 
dent, find their most tempting fields in Can- 
ada. With all our hearts we bid you wel- 
come. Our laws may sometimes be consid- 
ered strict, but their aim is to preserve for 


SPEECH OF MR. JUSTICE 












LONGLEY 


the common enjoyment of all, and not many 
have encountered serious obstacles in finding 
satisfactory arenas for the cultivation of 
their tastes for the enjoyment of sporting 
facilities. 

I thank you for the name, which implies 
appreciation of Canadian experience. Some 
delightful acquaintances have been made be 
tween citizens of the two countries on the 
fishing grounds of Canada. We hear much 
these days about friendship and co-operation 
between Britain and the United States, and 
recently the talk has gone in the direction 
of pleasant and neighborly relations between 
the United States and Canada. The dis- 
tinguished Secretary of State has thought it 
worth his while to make a special visit to 
Ottawa as the guest of the wwovernor General. 
He was good enough to accept Canadian hos 
pitality generally and to utter words which 
were calculated to evoke friendly sentiments 
and promote reciprocal good-will. Soon in 
telligent men in this country will begin to 
recognize that Canada is more worth consid 
eration than many of the great nations of 
Europe. It is not easy to ignore the mere 
fact of neighborhood. A pleasant man or a 
disagreeable person is of little concern when 
he is located far enough away, but when he 
lives next door he becomes of interest. Those 
within the sound of my voice will live to see 
Canada a great, prosperous and powerful na 
tion. Her interests will naturally be identi 
fied with, and her institutions formed unde 
the ideals of this continent. Can any rational 
man on either side of the line fail to recognize 
the importance of perfect respect and lasting 
friendship between these two great communi 
ties. Nothing can promote this more than 
such occasions as this, and I am fain to be 
lieve that on the wide hunting ground and 
beside the salmon streams and on the gentle 
bosom of the Western Lakes, influences most 
potent and far-reaching may be exerted in 
cementing together the people of two great 
American commonwealths. 

I wish the Canadian Camp God-speed, and 
I trust that the day is not far distant when 
one of these famous dinners may be enjoyed 
in some Canadian city. 


A VOICE FROM NORTIL CAROLINA 


I have read with more than ordinary inter 
est the March number of FIELD AND STREAM. 
Each number I find interesting, but this more 
than ever so. The several experiences of gen 
tlemen fly fishing for small-mouth bass were 
just in my line. But, in addition to so 
much of interest, even to the advertisements 
that I always sean closely, I read the article 





on “Game Legislation,” by Sam F. Fullerton, 
of Minnesota, about fish and game preser- 
vation, or protection. This article ought 
to be printed in circular form and sent to 
every fish and game club or association in 
the United States. 
in very clear and concise language just what 
every true sportsman desires. It is stripped 
of all superfluous language, and, if laws along 
lines suggested in this article of Mr. Ful 
lerton’s would be enacted in each and every 


It seems to me to embody 


State, game and fish would soon abound. We 
are struggling for better legislation here, but 
it is hard to do very much except locally, and 
this amounts to little. Times are changing, 
however, as our people are thinking more and 
taking more interest; and, too, Uncle Sam has 
taken a hand in fish culture down this way. 
Ultimately, I think he will have to take 
up this whole question of game and fish pro- 
tection, unless the States do so. 
laws differing in the several counties are not 
calculated to accomplish very much and are 
generally made without regard to the habits 
of the game and fish. Wishing our magazine 
all possible success and still greater useful- 
ness in its work along lines indicated, I am, 
Yours truly, 
Ernest L. Ewbank 


Loose county 


Hendersonville, N. C. 


STRONGLY UPHOLDS GAME LAW 

Supporting the legislature’s right to regu- 
late the killing and sale of game either un- 
qualifiedly or conditionally, the Appellate Di- 
vision of the Supreme Court recently affirmed 
Justice Greenbaum’s conviction of the Wal- 
dorf-Astoria Hotel Company, of New York, on 
a charge of having English pheasants in its 
possession, and his imposition of a fine of 
$4.470 on the corporation. All the Justices 
concurred in the opinion, which was written 
by Justice Ingraham. The opinion upholds 
the right of the lawmakers to say, on one 
hand, that certain game shall not be pos- 
sessed by anyone in this State, even if that 
game be killed without the State, and, on the 
other hand, to make exception that birds 
killed in a 
be in the 
corporation for a 


certain part of the State may 
individual or 
specified purpose. It is 
provided in the game law that pheasants bred 
or purchased in Suffolk county and liberated 
there by the game clubs and private owners 
may be held in New York City for consump- 
tion, but not for sale. The pheasants the 
hotel had were conceded to have been bred 
and killed in New Jersey. 

Justice Ingraham’s opinion runs that the 
legislature has the power to forbid the pos- 


possession of an 
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session of game in the close season, even 
though it was taken without the State, and 
he cites the case of Hesterborg and Bootman. 

“No one can be possessed of English pheas 
ants in the City of New York for sale before 
1910,” Justice Ingraham holds. “The con- 
ditions that are to be imposed on the pos 
session of any birds within the prohibited pe 
riod is necessarily within the discretion of the 
legislature.” 

Counsel for the company had attacked the 
constitutionality of the game law. 


GAME LAWS OF NEW MEXICO 

Now that we have a fair idea as to the law 
breaking in a number of our states, I believe it 
to be time to say something regarding the 
conditions which now exist and have existed 
for a number of years, in the Territory of New 
Mexico. 

First of all, there is no law whatsoever hin- 
dering a hunter from shooting ducks, no matter 
when or how many he may shoot. In this the 
hunter is greatly to blame, for as he is the one to 
benefit by the protection of game, he should 
get together with others of his kind, and united 
in this way they could have a law enacted 
whereby this slaughter might end for all time. 

A party of three went out one day in the 
early part of February, took a good-sized 
canvas boat and four boxes of shells apiece. 
They returned the next day with several 
hundred ducks. Of this number but thirty- 
two were eaten among the families of the young 
men, forty were sold and the rest were thrown 
away, fed to the cats, ete 

A bag limit of twenty-five ducks per gun per 
day would greatly decrease this useless slaugh- 
ter. There is also no law on jacksnipe, a 
number of which are seen at certain seasons 
of the year in the northern sections. The law 
on quail is a poor one and seldom enforced. 
Woodcock and wild turkey are comparatively 
scarce, so what are left should be jealously 
protected. 

The law for our larger game is fully as bad. 
Although the open season for deer is short, a 
great number are slaughtered during this 
period. All one has to do when he shoots 
about a half a dozen is to hunt up the county 
sheriff—you couldn’t find the game warden if 
you wanted to—and present him with a hind 
quarter, whisper something in his ear about 
‘‘keeping mum,” and you may consider your- 
self safe. 

The only man that has done anything for 
the revision of laws in this territory is the 
Governor, and it is the earnest desire of the 
more honorable hunters of this territory that 
he may continue the work he has so well begun. 

Las Vegas, N. M. G. Thornton Doelle 
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GAME LAW AGITATION 


Legislation for adequate protection of game 
in the State of Oregon will be sought at the 
present session of the Legislature. The meas- 
ure drafted at a meeting of sportsmen provides 
that all wild animals classed as game will have 
full protection, heavy penalties being set out 
for violation of any section of the law. It is 
provided that no elk shall be shot until 1910, 
the penalty ranging from $500 to $1,000 for 
the killing of each animal, the informant in 
each instance receiving fifty per cent of the 
fine imposed. 

Game wardens in the State of Washington 
have recommended to the Legislature that the 
first two weeks in November be open to quail 
shooting. The law now provides there shall 
be no shooting until 1908, but the wardens say 
the birds are so plentiful that an open season 
of two weeks will not greatly diminish the 
supply. The wardens also recommend that the 
open season for bass, pickerel, perch and pike 
shall be from April 1 to November 1, instead 
of from May 1 to July 1 as at present. They 
are acting on the theory that bass is able to 
take care of itself. They insist that the law be 
changed so as to prohibit the taking of trout 
under five inches in length. They desire also 
that screens be provided for all irrigation 
ditches flowing from main rivers. The large 
number of irrigation projects in various parts 
of eastern and central Washington makes the 
proposed screen law an absolute necessity to 
save the fish from the ditches. 


Spokane, Wash. August Wolf 


A LETTER FROM ONTARIG 


If one who has had ample opportunity to 
experience a fair variety of hunting and 
shooting in this and other districts of On- 
tario, more plentifully favored in the distri- 
bution of feathered game, could recall in 
kaleidoscopic review those incidents that have 
been told about the work of his magic gun, 
the long shot, the kill of lightning teal, the 
bag of quail, the double rise on snipe, the boat 
load of duck, how the woodcock came to grief, 
that hunter must acknowledge his record 
tamely incomplete, unless there be in it at 
least one episode wherein that master of 
feathered elusiveness, his highness, the king 
of all winged game, the ruffed grouse, has 
played the stellar part. Partridge is the only 
name by which he is known in this province, 
whose badly enforced game laws, too long a 
season and cold, wet springs, have played 
havoe with his progeny. 

Why I consider the season too long is that 
beginning as it does on September 15 it oc- 
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curs at a time before the natural instincts 
the bird have had sufficient development to 
know of the necessity of discriminating. 
When the deplorable practice of treeing 
them with all sorts of dogs is so freely car- 
ried on, the big bags that result speak more 


of slaughter than of sport. At # not so re 
mote date, this county—Oxford-—had its 
game in plenty. But now, out of the then 


abundant stock of partridge, quai], woodcock, 
Wilson or jack snipe, wild duck, killdeer, 
and golden plover, black and gray squirrel, 
cotton-tail rabbits, and hares; we have re- 
maining the partridge, the royal game bird, 
which, for sake of peace, unsociable disposi- 
tion, or well-kept reasons of his own, is yet 
to be stalked from his covers; not in coveys, 
but by ones or twos, somewhere in the 
oases of safety that not so very ancient his- 
tory described as forests. 

In season we are paid all too short visits 
by the wily woodcock and the flitting snipe. 
Occasionally the sounds of noisy plover come 
to us over the ploughed fields, and later in 
the season the tightening rigors of a North- 
ern winter tumble into our ponds and rivers 
scattered and small flocks of procrastinating 
or storm-driven ducks. 

Few hares are left, a condition which ap- 
plies equally well to gray and black squirrels ; 
but our ubiquitous cottontails are still to be 
found along every stump fence, in all brush 
heaps, and in indefinite numbers throughout 
the woods and swamps, attended to, lest he 
become a pest, by the rural boy, the farm dog 
and the ferret; and many’s the pelt of bunny 
that spreads itself on stable door and tool- 
house wall alongside the amateur trapper’s 
trophies and the proofs of successful coon 
hunting, or the skin of a red fox that has 
annihilated the prize winners of many poul- 
try shows. 

While we have our kennels of prize-winning 
show dogs, there are a limited number only 
of first-class, well trained shooting dogs, and 
these are nearly all setters. Not possessing 
a good dog is a handicap obvious to the most 
amateur shot, even in his novice attempts at 
hunting the grouse. That was the circum- 
stance confronting an enthusiast of the sport 
and myself on a frosty morning last No- 
vember. 

Knowing the surrounding country well, 
having shot in nearly every likely bit of 
woods within a radius of twenty or more 
miles, it was an easy matter to determine 
the direction from which we could hope to 
be best rewarded and at the same time regu- 
late the trip to cover the most shooting ter- 
ritory with as little lost time devoted to 















eaching the grounds. This is a serious factor, 
for the best hunting grounds are anything 
but adjacent or considerable in area, thus 
necessitating short and rapid drives of from 
three-quarters to two miles, and on moder- 
ately cold days the pulling on and off of 
great coats and gloves. Without question last 
season was the most unusually rainy fall 
that I can recall, a condition that appreciably 
added to the natural discomforts that com- 
bine to discourage a crank of the gun. 

My companion had had splendid sport in 
many of the best quail sections in the United 
States, but that was his first opportunity to 
mdke the acquaintance of the one kind of 
shooting that, in my estimation, reduces the 
most fascinating of bob-white driving to the 
most commonplace of pastimes. Without the 
aid of dogs to stand them you are absolutely 
forced to rely upon your judgment in choos- 
ing the best spots from which to hear the roar 
and see the brown spread of feathers flash 
away through the smallest aperture the sur- 
rounding trees afford, defying the keenest and 
most accurate eye to mark them. To take the 
direction in which he disappeared will in- 
variably result in overrunning his exact lo- 
cation, which fact becomes evident in a whir 
of wings some place behind you. 

It is a revelation to the student of Nature 
to observe how providentially gifted an able- 
bodied partridge is. A sportsman who can 
make every alternate shot count is entitled 
to considerable praise. In this respect my 
friend fully established his ranking by his 
work of the day, ending the hunt with a 
bag of four birds out of a possible seven shots. 
Two of the kills were a double, the next was 
dropped shortly after, as it showed its ruffs 
over the top of a dense clump of cedars, 
and the fourth tumbled to one of the longest 
shots it has been my delight to witness. For 
a first partridge trial he exhibited a remark- 
able aptness for the hunting of this particular 
species of game. In my own case I took two 
fair shots with success, but missed positively 
disgracefully four of the easiest chances that 
the utter carelessness of youthful grouse could 
favor an enemy with; but, later on, I sur- 
prised a fat cottontail sleepily basking in the 
smiles of the afternoon sun, ending his short 
affrighted dash for “home and country dear” 
by the usual prelude to the cook’s attention. 

A fast drive to town with six partridge and 
one rabbit brought to a termination one of 
the most enjoyable and successful days’ sport 
that this section of country has ever afforded 
me. 

Some ten years ago it was no uncommon 
thing for two hunters with a brace of dogs 
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to return with from seven to thirteen, and 
on occasion fifteen or sixteen ruffed grouse; 
but for three or four years succeeding that 
time the countryside hereabout was shot to 
death by market suppliers, and as a result is 
still suffering in but slightly curtailed form 
from that malady. 

We have a splendid, although young, branch 
of the Game Protective Association in this 
district, which it is hoped will see the futility 
of gun taxes, bag limits and other proposed 
regulations as long as the law countenances 
the commercial aspect of such an iniquitous 
practice as the selling of game birds. As 
yet legislation takes no cognizance of cold 
storage, maintains too long an open season 
and ignores the enlisting of the agriculturist’s 
sympathy and co-operation, which to make 
the needed reforms feasible and practicable 
should be the initial step and primary means 
of bringing order out of chaos. If a farmer 
can exact a tax for the privilege of shooting 
over his property he will do it to the limit 
of the law. 

What we want is a far-reaching, compre- 
hensive and sportsmanlike united action by 
those broad-minded huntsmen, both in the 
United States and Canada, who have at heart 
the preservation of our land’s great heritages 
not by those who are actuated by selfish 
motives to increase their immediate pleas- 
ure, but by those who will be content to defer 
that same pleasure to a future time when 
they may enjoy, with added zest and in- 
creased enthusiasm, the propagated plenty 
that they have so zealously assisted in making 
possible. 

Francis H. Welford 

Woodstock, Ontario, Canada. 





EUROPEAN BISON 


The preservation of the wild bison of Eu- 
rope, which finds its last place of refuge in 
Russia, is now attracting attention in that 
country. Wild bison are now to be found 
only in the imperial forest of Bjelowjesha 
(in Polish Bialowicza), in the Government of 
Grodno, in Russian Poland, and in the Valley 
of the Kuban, in the Western Caucasus. In 
neither domain can they be said to exist in 
a state of freedom, for in the one case they 
are carefully preserved by the Czar and in 
the other placed under the protection of the 
Princes of the empire. It is true, however, 
that in the Caucasian region the bison still 
roams at will as a wild animal, though the 
great nobles on whose estates it is found 
claim it as their property. 


























WORD FROM CHARLES HALLOCK 


The sportsman fraternity of the entire Eng- 
lish-speaking world—especially the older gen- 
eration—is always glad to hear a word from 
old Charley Hallock, by many considered the 
father of American sportsman’s literature— 
hence our excuse for publishing the following 
characteristic letter: 

“Before your May issue appears I shall be 
out of this and away, dodging post offices 
until October at least. 

“The April number of FIELD AND STREAM 
is very interesting. Mitchell’s Newfoundland 
dialect story is very well done, and what he 
says about the dogs has never struck printer’s 
ink, as far as I have noticed, since my de- 
scription of the dog with a clog in Harper’s 
Magazine for April, 1861. The article on 
Siberia covers an unknown field, like the Cali- 
fornia Peninsula. Jochelson and Nelson are 
welcome to the honors which they have 
earned in each as explorers. 

“Good old Stevens, of Chicopee! He has 
lived a long life. I met him years ago in his 
shop, and he was an old man then. He worked 
alongside of his men at the bench and lathie 
just like one of them. 

“Hope you keep well. I am hearty as 
usual, but shall have to live twenty years 
more to tie Stevens.” 

Cordially, 


Washington, D. C. Charles Hallock 





BLACK SQUIRRELS 


A recent writer in the New York Sun de- 
votes quite a little space to what he evidently 
thinks is quite a new thing in the natural 
history line. 

He has just found out that there is such 
a thing as a black squirrel, and says it is 
the shyest of the shy and can only be bagged 
by experts, etc., etc. 

Oh, rats! I have shot hundreds of black 
as well as gray ones when this part of Ohio 
was more heavily timbered, and I never saw 
any difference in the two varieties as regards 
shyness. The black one’s head makes a better 
mark to line a rifle sight on, however. 

The days of the gray and black squirrel 
have passed for us, and nothing but the com- 
paratively worthless fox squirrel can be found 
in this section to-day. Even the saucy little 
“piney” has become remarkably scarce. 

Some writers contend that the gray and 
black squirrels lay up hoards of nuts for 
winter use, but I never saw it done here, and 
I ranged the woods pretty thoroughly from 
the time I was ten years old until I was 
forty-five. Squirrels were very plentiful, and 
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I have seen large numbers killed on pleasant 
days in midwinter. They were living on nuts 
that they dug from under the snow, and 
while we seldom saw a red one out at that 
time of the year, I can remember seeing a 
half dozen gray ones on one tree while hunting 
turkeys one pleasant morning. Possibly their 
habits were different in different localities. 
The first fox squirrels made their appearance 
here about 1880, and since then gray ones 
gradually disappeared. ; 


Seville, Ohio 8S. Egbert 


SPORT IN MEXICO 


We are in receipt of a letter from Mr. 
Temple, whose article on the small game of 
Mexico, in the February issue, received much 
favorable comment. He is preparing an 
equally good article on the large game of that 
favored country, which will be published in 
the fall, in time to permit of making a trip 
to the localities he will describe during the 
winter months, when it is too cold and also 
unseasonable to hunt big game in the North. 

Here are extracts from his letter: 

“By the way, there is pretty good mountain 
trout fishing in some streams of the Sierra 
Madre, 500 to 600 miles southwest of here. 
Summer is certainly a delightful time over 
there, no punkies nor mosquitoes, plenty of 
wood, grass and water, deer, bear, turkey, pig- 
eons and parrots, and now and then a stream 
with genuine spotted Rocky Mountain trout in 
it. They take a grasshopper all right. I don’t 
know about the flies, for I didn’t have any. 

“Turkeys are gobbling to beat the band down 
at Santo Domingo, and the Texas bass are 
taking fly, spoon, phantom minnow, or live 
bait, just whatever offers in all the streams, 
and I’ve got four days lay off this week! 
I wish you could go along with Pancho, Sev- 
erino, myself and the dogs on the trip we are 
going to take next week! ! 

Calle de Ocampo 104, Arthur D. Temple 

C. P. Diaz, Mexico. 





A few persons, by cunningly manipulating 
the supposed antipathy between city and 
country, for their own selfish ends, can be of 
great detriment to the whole community. We 
hear the wail of these people that the game 
laws are made for the city hunters and ‘“‘are 
against the farmers who feed the game.” If 
the game and the fish laws were entirely re- 
moved that would not save the game for the 
farmers; the absence of game laws did not save 
the vast herds of buffalo, elk, deer and antelope, 
the dense clouds of wild pigeons, the myriads of 
wild fowl of all descriptions. 





DENVER VS. DON M, POINTER 


One of our friends out in Denver recently 
had the somewhat unique experience of sitting 
in court by the side of his dog, a pointer, during 
the trial of the latter for his life, on the charge 
of viciously, unprovokedly and deliberately 
trying to take away a portion of the anatomy 
of one of his neighbor’s children. The verdict 
was “‘Not Guilty,” and the defendant was 
discharged. Mr. Musser writes us as follows: 

“The truth of the story is this. My English 
pointer, Don-M., was running along up the 
street minding his own business, when a shep- 
herd dog ran out and pounced on Don-M., 
and as Don-M did not approve of this, he, of 
course, defended himself and was giving the 
shepherd dog a thorough thrashing when his 
owner, a boy of thirteen, who did not like the 
idea of having his dog whipped, ran out into 
the street and tried to separate the dogs. In 
doing so he was bitten in the hand by one of 
the dogs, and as ‘Edward’ was never very 
fond of Don-M, he realized that he had a first- 
class opportunity to ‘get even’ for all time. 
He ran home and told his mother that he was 
standing on the corner holding his dog by the 
collar, and Don-M ran deliberately up to him, 
jumped on him and bit him on the hand. So, 
bright mother that she was, she had a warrant 
sworn out against me for keeping a vicious 
dog, which was quite a joke among my sports- 
men friends who’ all know Don-M to be as 
gentle as a little lamb, and as most of them 
had hunted over Don and dearly loved him, 
all were up in arms and willing to stand by 
me in whatever was necessary to protect the 
poor dumb brute’s rights. The following report 
appeared in a leading Denver paper on the day 
after the trial. 


DOG PLEADS AND WINS CASE IN COURT 


Proved to the judge his very good character 
in every way 
‘‘Don-M, an English pointer of great value 
to his owner and scores of Denver sportsmen, 
and a dog of royal blood, was placed on trial 
for his life in the Police court yesterday, pleaded 


his own case, and was found not guilty. His 
owner, P. N. Musser, of this city, had engaged 
special council to defend his dumb friend. He 
also introduced expert testimony from veter- 
imfary surgeons and prominent physicians to 
prove that Don-M is not only the most com- 
panionable dog imaginable, but that he is as 
fast and staunch a hunter as ever pointed a 
single bird or covey in the West. 

‘‘Amid deathly stillness on the part of the 
spectators, who crowded the court room to the 
doors, the charge was read. It stated that this 
dog, one Don-M, known as a pointer, was 
charged with biting the hand of Edward 
McDowell, a thirteen-year-old boy, now re- 
siding with his mother at 1708 17th Avenue, 
on February 14, 1907. A verdict of guilty 
would mean that Don-M would be taken to 
the city pound and executed. 

“‘The crowd outside the courthouse at this 
point became so violent in their efforts to gain 
admittance that the reserves from several 
police stations were called out to protect the 
court. 

‘Aside from the fact that he is valued at 
$1,000 from a monetary standpoint, it was 
brought out at the trial that he was a universal 
favorite with the huntsmen of Denver, not less 
than twenty-five of whom were present to 
testify in his behalf. 

‘*Master McDowell was the principal witness 
for the state. He testified that Don-M had 
bitten him without provocation, and at the 
conclusion of his testimony, Prosecutor J. 
Frank Adams rested his case. 

“Mr. M. F. Vancourt, acting as special 
counsel for the defense, then arose, and in a 
masterly cross-examination, brought out the 
fact that the boy received the injury while en- 
deavoring to separate his own dog and Don-M 
while a fight between the two was in progress. 
No further evidence was necessary, this being 
a sufficient basis for an acquittal; but Don’s 
friends wanted to tell of his many good qual- 
ities, and so a dozen of them, including M. J. 
Woodliff, veterinary surgeon and P. N. Musser, 
the expert dog fancier, who reared the pointer 
from puppyhood, were called to the stand. 























‘‘At the conclusion of the case, Don-M was 
called forward. He turned his great hazel 
eyes to Magistrate Stapleton in a silent, but 
eloquent plea. 

““*T never purposely harmed a child in my 
life,’ he seemed to say, ‘I love children; they 
are my best friends. If I bit this boy it was 
purely accidental. Look at my kindly face 
and see if I look like a vicious dog. I am a 
descendant of the great Rip Rap, winner of 
many field trials, and have won a number of 
ribbons myself. Does that record indicate 
that I would viciously bite a child?’ 

““*Not guilty,’ declared the Court. 
next case.’ 

“TDon-M left the court room surrounded by 
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blame than anything else for putting the ban 
on retrieving. In field trials the dog is ex- 
pected to do only one thing—hurt and find 
birds—-and the faster he does this and the 
greater area covered in proportion will be his 
chance of gaining place. But the average 
man, who gets only a few birds each year, or 
rather a few days to hunt in, wants birds; 
he not only wants a dog that will find birds, 
but find the dead birds also and retrieve 
them. 

It is a matter of great convenience to have 
a good dead bird finder and retriever com- 
bined, for the colors of birds, even in open 
fields, blend so closely with the surrounding 
herbage that it is an extremely difficult mat 





DON 


M, OWNED BY P. N. 


STORY RELATED ON 
a large coterie of admiring friends congratu- 
lating him on his exoneration.”’ 


RETRIEVERS 

We noticed in a New London, Conn., paper 
recently a prediction that the practice of hav- 
ing pointers and setters do the retrieving will 
soon be obsolete, the idea being set forth that 
at least two dogs should be taken to the field, 
a pointer or setter to do the bird work and a 
spaniel or straight-bred retriever to follow 
at heel for the purpose of finding. The theory 
on which the argument was based is that 
many otherwise valuable dogs are hacked bad- 
ly by holding them up to retrieve dead birds. 

In many cases this is very true, especially 
so for a young dog who dislikes to be held up 
to hunt dead, comments a correspondent. 
Possibly the field trials have beer more to 
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ter to find a bird unassisted by a dog, even 
when one thinks he has marked the spot care- 
fully. You may hunt and hunt and vow per- 
sistently that he fell just where you said he 
did, but careful search fails to reward your 
efforts with the bird. How many times have 
you been certain that you killed your bird 
instantly only to have the dog show that you 
Sometimes a fast-flying bird, 
whose wing is suddenly shattered by shot, 
drops as though he is perfectly dead and when 
you go to find him both you and the dog have 
a busy time trying to capture a swift-running 
cripple. 

Another occasion when a retriever is in- 
valuable is after a bird seems to be merely 
feathered; you watch carefully his flight and 
he hustles off to cover a quarter of a mile 
away, when he suddenly drops into a rank 
growth of blackberry and green briar, almost 
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impenetrable by man. Had you not a re- 
triever the chances are the bird would be lost. 
Many a miry hole forms the resting place 
for a dead bird, so that when one considers 
the necessity of having a retriever, we hope it 
will never become a fault in a dog to find 
for his master. 





THE QUESTION BOX 


B. M. E., Shoshone, Idaho.—As a subscriber 
and much interested reader, if not asking too 
much I should like just a word of advice. My 
setter pup is about four months old and I 
have had him out for a run a number of 
times and he shows every indication of making 
good, but just at present there is nothing in 
this part of the country but jack rabbits; 
the chickens, mostly sage hens, don’t come 
in here till June and July. Now, what I 
want to know is, will it do him any harm 
to take him out and have him run rabbits 
for exercise? 

Answer :—If no birds are to be found at all 
and nothing but rabbits, then it will be best 
not to take the pup out to give them his 
attention. It will be by far better to await 
the time when sage hens come in on which 
he is to work in practical manner later on. 
Besides, this pup is quite young and the nec- 
essary exercise can be given near home. In 
the meantime you may put him through a 
course of yard training and have him ready 
to put on the birds when they come in. 


E. T., Jordan, Ont.—My dog has something 
wrong with his head; he shakes it and flaps the 
ears a great deal. He likes to have his ears 
rubbed close to head, but if pressed a little 
hard it gives him great pain, so he cries out. 
It is a beagle hound about five years old and 
has been troubled in this way since last fall 
when returning from the deer hunt. Might he 
not have a porcupine quill in his head? He is 
getting thin, and continually wanders in and 
out of the house and howls a great deal. 

Answer:—This is a plain case of canker of 
the ears. A waxy, dark, ill-smelling substance 
may be found in the ears, which comes from 
the inner ear chambers where the disease has 
its seat. This ailment never corrects itself 
and gets worse the longer it runs. A reliable 
and cheap remedy is advertised in this maga- 
zine. 


T. P., Wesson, Miss.—I am a great ad- 
mirer of your work, The Amateur Trainer, 
and have trained several dogs with great suc- 
cess by following its instructions. However, 





I have struck a snag in the dog I now have 
in hand. He is a large pointer, four years 
old, tall and muscular, a fine natural hunter 
but absolutely disobedient and will resent any 
attempt at punishment. Must admit that I 
am afraid of him, and he seems to know it, 
too. I have a choke collar which, however, 
has no effect on him aside of making him 
show his teeth aggressively. Any advice will 
be highly appreciated and am willing to pay 
for it. Had I best drop this old sinner and 
devote my time to a younger dog? 

Answer: —Evidently you have not a Ha- 
berlein force training collar—a mere choke 
collar is unavailing with a dog of that age 
and nature. Get the real article, put it 
on him with a ten-foot quarter-inch rope, have 
a ring in floor or ground, pass rope through 
this and order up dog while drawing him 
closer. Showing of teeth, growling and snap- 
ping will now take place and the more he 
does the tighter he is drawn down, till finally 
on ground—helpless and inflicting self-punish- 
ment till he quiets down and is glad to give 
in and be let up. You now have him con- 
quered; pat gently, lead about, give simple 
orders and enforce them with precision by the 


use of the collar in case of refusal. From 
this on all should be clear sailing. Never 


show fear and keep your eye sternly fixed on 
his while handling him—after the first pro- 
cedure the eye will be as potent a factor in 
subduing and enforcing obedience as the force 
collar itself. No charge—come again, any 
time. 


M. M., Antwerp, N. Y.—Could you tell me 
the different points to be considered in mak- 
ing a selection of an English pointer puppy 
from a litter from four to six weeks old? 

Answer:—If future quality as to hunting 
proclivity is concerned, nothing can be said 
at that age. Selecting a pup to your liking 
as to markings is the only thing to rely on— 
aside of ticking, which usually shows up later 
on, the markings will remain the same. The 
largest and strongest whelps, as a rule, ulti- 
mately make the largest dogs—runts shoul: 
be avoided. By taking the entire litter and 
the dam out for a run in the field where 
birds of some kind may be found, an expe- 
rienced handler of dogs can, with some cer- 
tainty, select those which are apt to turn out 
best as hunters, make the speediest and most 
energetic workers; to describe this “hidden 
something,” however, is practically an impos 
sibility—it must be learned by many years’ 
experience and close observation. 


Ep. F. HaBERLEIN 
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“Those who sojourn here meet on common ground and speak a common language.” 


THE KEY TO GAME LAW 
| ENFORCEMENT 


N practically every large city in the United 
| States the police and detective depart- 
ments are under condemnation because 
their members are unduly intimate with and 
friendly to the criminal classes. Whether the 
basis of this intimacy is sympathy or fear 
matters nothing; in either case the results 
are the same. Experience has proven that an 
officer will accomplish most in the strict and 
unwavering line of duty where he has the few- 
est personal acquaintances, and from this fact 
has sprung the policy of transferring men 
whose work is unsatisfactory to new beats 
where they will see only new faces. 

Fear and favoritism have always been twin 
stumbling blocks in the way of obtaining 
honest and efficient game warden service, and 
will continue as such so long as neighbor is 
pitted against neighbor in the battle for 
law enforcement. No man desires to win the 
hatred of even a portion of his home com- 
munity; no man yearns for the opportunity 
of imposing fines and imprisonment upon a 
personal friend. 

We have game laws and they must be en- 
forced. There must be protection for the 
game, the fish and the birds. Assuming that 
the state executives or authorities in charge 
of the game warden service are honest and 
free from political or other corrupt influences, 
how are we to make the game wardens them- 
selves render the service which is demanded 
of them? 





It is the conviction of Fietp AND STREAM 
that the solving of this problem lies in the ap- 
pointment of men who will not deviate from 
their duty through fear or favor, which means 
that they must be men who are not residents 
of the districts they police, and in consequence 
need give no thought to the menace of social 
ostracism or the barn-burner’s torch. For the 
good of the service as well as the warden 
himself we should do away with the idea of a 
“local” game warden. Continued employ- 
ment in any one locality should be avoided. 
The policy that gives best results in handling 
the lawless element in big cities will be found 
equally worth trying in the woods. 

Aside from the chance that even the most 
conscientious of officers may unconsciously 
be led from his duty by local influences, there 
is the further consideration that the obser- 
vant lawbreaker will in time learn the war- 
den’s method of working the territory under 
supervision, and so be able to continue in 
his misdeeds without risk of detection. 

In a word, we believe that the game laws 
may best be enforced by employing wardens 
who are not residents of their respective 
beats, and by regularly transferring them 
to others whenever in the judgment of their 
chief such removal will further the best 
interests of the service. Our readers are 
invited to express their views as to the merits 
of this plan, which we believe has never before 
been advanced, at least not to our knowledge. 
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The policy of game protection is now gen 
erally endorsed, but the time has been when 
it was popularly re- 


meee iat —., garded as uncalled for 
a and wholly un-Ameri 


AMERICAN can — over a_ century 


since in some sections, and quite recently in 
others. Cooper’s “Leather Stocking’ is per- 
haps the most widely-known “first sufferer” 
for killing this country’s wild game in the 
close season, and though the incident was 
wholly imaginary, it may be recalled in proof 
that New York had its game laws in the years 
directly following the Revolution, and that 
such legislation was as strongly disfavored 
then as it is to-day among certain classes in 
Louisiana and Arkansas. The term un-Amer- 
ican has been applied as well to national and 
private game preserves; to the game warden 
system; to the licensing of non-resident hunt- 
ers, and more strenuously still to the licens- 
ing of residents. It has figured in every argu- 
ment as to the inadvisability of a gun tax, 
supported by the constitutional and inalien- 
able right of citizens to bear arms; but 
should the question ever come to a decisive 
test, it is to be doubted whether the priv- 
ileges of the individual can stand in the way 
of public needs. The present license law is 
in no sense a gun tax, for it touches hunters 
only, and is merely a levying of means for 
furthering game protection. As an experi- 
ment it has fallen short of popular favor in 
several states, and it is wholly within the 
possibilities that some resourceful legislator 
may suggest a gun tax as a substitute. And 
the old-time argument against its adoption 
has, as above set forth, pretty well lost its 
original force. 


MEASURES ONCE 


Members of the Lewis and Clark Expedi- 
tion, or of Fremont’s path-finding band, or of 
the army of . goldseek- 

PROTECTION ers that fought its way 
FOR GRIZZLIES to the Pacific in the 
early ’50s, would have 

scorned the prediction that the grizzly bear 
might some day be accorded leniency by its 
human enemies, but at the present moment 
there are indications that this day is now 
not far in the future. Old Ephraim, the 
most savage and dangerous of American quad- 
rupeds, was well able to protect himself 
against aboriginal hunters, and asked small 
odds of white men until the advent of arms 
more deadly than the old Kentucky rifle. An 
unconquered king of the mountains, the hunt- 
ers and trappers and poisoners for a half 
century have striven to accomplish the extine- 


tion of his race, and their efforts have fallen 
but little short of success. It has recently 
been claimed that there are absolutely no 
srizzlies remaining in California, and their 
scarcity in the Rocky Mountain regions of 
the United States and British Columbia is 
generally conceded. Dr. Hornaday coinmented 
upon this fact in his latest book, “Camp- 
Fires in the Canadian Rockies,” striking a 
key note which awakened responsive echoes 
throughout the West. “I am totally op 
posed,” he writes, “to the trapping of griz- 
zlies for their skins, to poisoning them, and 
to permitting any hunter to kill more than 
one grizzly per year. In other words, [ think 
the time has come to protect this animal, at 
least everywhere south of latitude 54°.” Lead- 
ing English publications are seriously discuss- 
ing the need of more stringent game laws in 
the Canadian Provinces and the establishment 
of safe refuges for the species thireatered with 
extinction. In our own Western States tlie 
adoption of a close season for grizzlies is be- 
ing generally discussed, and is favored even 
by many of the larger ranchmen, who de- 
nounce as a fallacy the common belief that 
bears work devastation among the flecks and 
herds. It looks as though Uncle Eph is to be 
given a chance for his life, and ail right- 
thinking sportsmen should weleome the news. 


a * * 


The time has been when enterprise backed 
by sufficient capital was competent for the 
task of magazine build- 
ing, but that was before 
the era of photo en- 
graving. Halftone re- 
productions of photographs are now most de- 
servedly popular as illustrations, and, though 
the fact may never have occurred to our read- 
ers, the provision of such material can not 
be pre-arranged. Staff writers and staff artists 
there are in abundance, but where can there 
be found a professional photographer who 
could undertake providing the illustrations 
for a magazine such as ours? A half-dozen 
men could not cover a field so broad; and 
moreover, they must be sportsmen at heart 
to elevate their work above the monotonous 
level of painting. In this matter of illustra- 
tions we are largely dependent upon the co- 
operation of our subscribers and friends in 
every state and territory of the Union; they 
have not failed us in the past, and a continu- 
ance of their kindly aid will be most thor- 
oughly appreciated. Of late years the camera 
has become an almost indispensable adjunct 
to the sportsman’s equipment, and through its 
use the delights of an outdoor life are inten- 
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sified and their perpetuity made possible. 
There can never be too many really good 
photographs of the woods and waters, nor 
can the best of these be accorded too wide a 
degree of publicity. On your next trip see 
if you cannot bring back with you some snap 
shots that will be new and interesting to the 
readers of FIELD AND STREAM. Remember 
that the unusual incidents and happenings, 
serious or comic, are prized most. Above 
everything avoid poses—try to catch them 
unawares, if of people. 


* * * 


Whether or not there are grounds for the 
growing sentiment against killing mated 
ee ee 
SEASON FOR aim & & & sealed 
WATER-FOWL Browns; Gh 
question that spring 
shooting presupposes an open season too long 
by half. The fall migration wins each mile 
of way in the face of incessant firing such as 
might have given check even to Napoleon’s 
veterans of a hundred campaigns; let us then 
grant the fortunate survivors a safe flight 
homeward to recruit their depleted ranks for 
another dash through the danger zone. 


a 


It requires only a momentary consideration 
of the number of concerns engaged and the 
THE DIP OF amount of capital in- 
THE ASHEN vested in the manufac- 

A 4 o . 

BLADE ture of canoes to bring 

conviction that the sport 
of canoeing has become universally popular 
throughout the country. Practically all sport- 
ing goods dealers have of late years found 
it profitable to carry a line of canoes in 
season, and not infrequently a second and 
third order have been necessary in stocking 
to meet the demand. For our inland waters, 
whether for an occasional hour or two of 
recreation, or as a means of satisfying the 
typical American love for exploration, the 
Indian model craft is in a class by itself. It 
is speedy, safe, obedient to the slightest turn 
of the paddle, and will find room for itself 
in any stream offering scenes of interest to 
the cruiser. 

The present cost of a canoe—the pur- 
chaser’s selection from a score of different 
makes and models—is insignificant in com- 
parison with the amount of pleasure its pos- 
session assures. Lightness and portability 
are strong points in its favor, because the 


railroads as a rule will readily convey a 
canoe on the train that carries its owner to 
some tempting water course remote from his 
home. And it is needless to dilate upon 
the pleasures that await the canoeist when 
such a stream is reached—floating dreamily 
with the current beneath arching willows 
with the shadowy woods on either hand, or 
risking an arrowy flight through swirling 
foam-flecked rapids. Many of our readers are 
contemplating such delightful experiences in 
the near future. Others will follow their 
example when possessed of the information 
which we trust our readers may be found 
willing to supply. There is hardly a state 
in the Union that cannot offer its dozens or 
scores of streams worthy of canoeist’s atten- 
tion. Probably only a small percentage of 
them have as yet been traversed by the mod- 
ern model of the aboriginal craft, but even 
of these few much could be written of general 
interest. Tell us of your canoe trips—past 
and proposed—and of the streams known to 
you that would well repay the time spent in 
visiting them. 


For the first time in history the American 
boy is permitted and shown how to win com- 


YOUNG AMERI- mendatory _ recognition 
CA’S ROYAL from his President. The 
ROAD TO word “his” is used 


DISTINCTION advisedly, for the hard 
fighting, hard riding and in every sense 
sportsmanlike chief executive has in many 
ways endeared himself tc the hero-loviug ju- 
venile heart. The rifle teams of the New 
York public schools have already accom- 
plished results that have won words of praise 
from military officials of high rank, and their 
members are entered in the shoot jor the 
Harry Payne Whitney trophy, to be held on 
May 10, the winner of which will be entitled 
to compete in the Creedmoor match, in June. 
Much interest is aroused in the efforts of the 
boy riflemen, a surprisingly high degree of 
skill has been shown in the preliminary quali- 
fying contests, and the winner of the Presi- 
dent’s letter of commendation wil! find it nee- 
essary to hold close to the center of the bulls- 
eye. It is to comment upon the 
value of such work in the public schools. In 
Wisconsin, California and several other 
states it has received legislative endorsement, 
and the plan is likely to be adopted in alli 
large cities. It is of vital importance that 
ours shall remain a nation of riflemen, and 
there is no better way of making it such than 
the old one of teaching the boys how to shoot. 


needless 
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Noopoart, Roadilund, April 7th 
DERE FELDE & STREME: 

The reeson we are heer is becos our bote 
landed & we boath stept off. Toe mutch 
watter affex me seerusly at times & this 
was 1 of them whitch I stait for feer you 
mite think we was meerly a pare of swells 
heer toe be fashnubbul. Sar An sais neether 
of us was bilt rite toe acheeve navul distink- 
shun & that awl the stories of marrytime 
life are krimnully disseptive. The depe bloo 
oshun is toe ruff & wiggully for yore Unkel 
& he dont knoe how peepul can stand sutch 
fealings as a reglar buisness. We are now 
boarding on the Yewropeun plan & may taik 
awl our meels at once at the end uf the con- 
trak. Just now we are waiting for our appy- 
tites toe sprowt. 

Hoap you dooly reseeved the last shipmint 
of advertising contrax whitch I sent by fast 
frate from that plase in Mane. I cood have 
landed moar buisness, but the raleroad man 
toald me car lode lots had toe go on cole 
flatz. N. B. This is a joak. 

Onnist Injun I was tikkuld toe git what 
I went after with out speshul effort. Them 
Mane naims parlized my fakulties till I plum 
lost intrust & cood onlie Hoap to escaip alive. 
The fust cannoo bilder we see was a anguller 
from long taw & when I confest toe beeing 
dittoe he putt me next on aw! the Mane laiks 
& stremes & the naims he called them are 
not for me toe Repeet. He sais they are In- 
jun naims & if soe the Injuns shood be 
ashaimed uf their dasturdly dede. Some of 
the naims he sais wood be longer then the 
stremes if the crooks was straitened owt & 
I tried toe memmurize a sampul duzzen & 
hens mi greef. One (1) with abowt elevun 
(11) kinks ontoe it got hung in mi brane 
& I can feal it wiggul when I pik ii teath. 
I have promist toe spend a weak this summer 
at eetch & sevrul uf the noomrus towns & 
pleasher resorts we visited with sutch finan- 
shul suxsess, but shall excoos miself on plee 
of brane exploshun & parrynoah. 


fl UNKEL DAVID'S 
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Not menny uf the smart sett exsept me 
& Sar An are hear at Noopoart toe dait. Sar 
‘An wanted toe see the soeshul swim but the 
watter was too cold & they want swimming. 

N. B. Hoo is the mane gy uv the Mane 
gydes? Sevrul toald me he was him but 
at uther plaises I was toald diffrunt. 

N. B. How abowt mooving the FELDE & 
STREME offis toe Noopoart? Meddytate on 
this. Yores trulie, 

UNKEL Davip 


Noo Hayvun, Konnetikut, April 18. 
DERE FELDE & STREME: 

A felloe gest at our boarding hows sais 
this town is noated for under gradjuwates, 
repeeting arms & collidge widders. Me & 
Sar An aim toe visit awl the fakterrys & 
prinsuppul deelers & secoor contrax. Mi 
fust repeeting rifle, whitch I carried when 
Sherf uf San Marcos, was maid in a subbub 
uf this plais & was a lewler & dont you 
forgit it. It was a Whitny & Kennady & 
when you slung down the leever it lookt like 
the hull works was running owt under neeth. 
Sense the prise of crewd steel went upp this 
gun is no longer maid. 

Soe far we have seen anuff toe knoe the 
prise of guns must deepreesheeate. Noo Hay- 
vun is maiking plenty toe supplie the world 
& bak in Massachewsits we found an uther 
fakterry dooing the saim. Our reppytashun 
semes to have preseeded us heer & we cant 
shaik awl the glad hands stuk owt to grete 
us. At one plais we went they tuk us where 
a felloe was trying awl the noo guns at a 
spot & your Unkel was askt toe try his luk. 
The man sais I can beet you & I sais I am 
from Missurie & rite there I prooved it. Then 
we went toe the presdunts offis & drunk sham- 
pane till the world lookt levvul. 


N. B. I have been onnered with a invite 
toe lekcher in the collidge camppus some 
nite, the subjick toe bee the ethix uf cattfish- 
ing. It may be mi paneful dooty toe decline. 




















The fy betty cappy club subscribed in a boddy 
for the onlie spoartsmans magazeen & yore 
unkel is camping on the trale uf a felloe they 
eall the alummnye hoo is sed toe bee a dead 
gaim spoart. 

I here the woodun nutmeg fakterry is 
closed temperrerry & the maiker uf wooddun 
elox is a cloas fisted cuss that wont adver- 
tise. 1 alsoe here the fishing around Noo 
Havun is on the bum & that moast of the 
collidge boys go toe Noo York toe ketch 
suckers. Alsoe the onlie gaim with owt leegul 
protexshun are the freshmen & that the stock 
is renued annual toe prevent its toetul eck- 
stinkshun. I am toald that the freshman is 
omniverus, heterojenus & frequently oblivyus 
& am promist a shot at one (1) befoar we 
pull for the next burg. The onlie collexshun 
of stuffed spessymins is at the collidge & 
are not for sail. 

I thot Sar An wood objekt toe our presunt 
boheemyun moad uf life but she semes stuk 
on it awl but the wimmen foaks we meat. 
Evry time we go toe a noo hoetel she pints 
owt toe me that the chaimbur maids & tabul 
girls are rediklus hoamly in fais & figger 
whitch I think is offen a mistaik. There is 
one (1) heer is a peech but Sar An sais 
mutch diffrunt toe that & she sais I am a 
old fool & shood be Shut up in a asilelum. 
This is trulie a interesting region repleat 
with roemantik & historik memmuries &c. 
&e. & I shel regret leeving it awl behind. 

Yores trulie, 
UNKEL Davip 


LITTLE WADS OF WIZDUM 


Yails akademik shades have shaded filoso- 
fers befoar mi time but noan uf noat from 
Missurie or from San Marcos whitch is in 
Texas. Heer the late lamentabul Joshua Bil- 
lings lurned toe spel, W. Rockyfeller stud- 
eed upp on cole oil & Patrick Henry praktist 
orrytoary. Under these spredding ellums 
jennerashuns yet unborn will rede our polisht 
sentunses & weap bitturly in simpathy. It is 
a grate & Chearing thot! Therefoar let us 
awl feal we are toe be a blessing toe posteraty 
& doo our best with awl our mite when ever 
we set down toe rite. If that is poitry, maik 
the moast of it. Sevrul noo thunks are in 
mi head as follows: 
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Say what you plees of yore felloe man, but 
dont kik Mrs.’ Felloe Mans pet cat. 


A trotting horse promoats deejestyun & 
the sail uf arniky linnamint. 


Avoyd awl semblunse uf evul. Drink yore 
likker owt uf a goard & dont ware poarus 
sox. N. B. This preeskripshun will be found 
bennyfishul by awl reeders. 


Dont go threw life fishing for minners. The 
man hoo strikes att evry nibbul mity seldum 
gits a dadbusting good bite. 


A troothful fisherman gits his naim in the 
papurs by prodoosing the Goods. There are 
no untroothful fishermen. 


If I cood chuse mi wauk in life I wood be 
a ottermobeelist with foar sillinders & reverse 
transmishun karburets & a shoafer toe doo 
what wauking that had toe be did. Mewls 
are bak numbers. 


A hoamly man nevver knoes his afflikshun 
unless he has a troothful wife. Mity few 
marrid men are aloud toe remane in igno- 
runce thereoff. 


The wisest hound pupp can akwire wizdum 
from hot mush, mud turkles & poal catts. 
Sum men are in the saim class. 


Munny wont bi such pleasure as the bair 
foot boy knoes when ketching wiggultales in 
the rane barl with his sisters Sunday vail. 
N. B. This is not intended as a sujjestshun 
toe boys in general. 


The wikkid markit hunter is toe be pitted, 
for he seldum eats any thing he can sell. 
It is better toe be virchoous on broyld quail 
than toe eat pork & beens in innikwitty. 

It is easier toe lick a man than toe maik 
him stay licked. Sum unprinsipulled retches 
will holler anuff & in three (3) minnits swat 
you in the bak. Awl wimmen are that way 
but Sar An. She never hollers. 


The best likker evapperates quickest. This 
is susseptible of proof. 


There is no holesail supply house deeling in 
wizdum, The saim comes in five (5) sent 
bunches & onle one (1) toe each perchisser 
per time. 

Yores trulie, 
UNKEL Davip 
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T is the intention of this magazine to de- 
vote in the future more space than for- 
merly to a consideration of the goods 

offered to sportsmen purchasers by our ad- 
vertisers and others. Without the last two 
words of the preceding sentence, this might 
be looked upon as a bid for favorable atten 
tion from our advertising patrons, and while 
we are naturally willing enough it should be 
regarded as such, our full purpose is much 
more comprehensive in its scope. We have 
found the average sportsman as indefatigable 
in the quest for general information as in his 
pursuit of fur, fin and feather. Of the mat- 
ters that appeal to his interest he cannot 
learn too much or too minutely. He is tech 
nical in his tastes, and just a little bit inquisi- 
tive when his attention is called to a new 
gun or rod or reel. Outside appearances do 
not satisfy him—he wants to delve beneath 
superficialities and acquaint himself with 
the hows and the whys. And if he can’t see, 
he likes to be told. 

Now it happens that ours is a world of 
ideas and new departures, which is equiva- 
lent to saying that never a month can pass 
without supplying its quota of interesting 
matter for this department. Incidentally, it 
is a good big world, as well, and wherever 
civilization has left its mark, there you will 
find sportsmen and _ sportmen-inventors. 
Again incidentally, you will also find friends 
of our magazine and co-workers in sustain 
ing FIELD AND STREAM’S well-deserved reputa 
tion as the best in its class. 

Among sportsmen’s journals a wide diver 
sity of view obtains as to the respective rights 
of subscriber and advertiser. Some of them 
never accord notice to any manufacturer or 
dealer who is not a purchaser of space in their 
pages. One in particular goes still further and 
prohibits all such mention save in the regular 
trade columns. If a contributor writes of 
killing game with a Winchester, the word “re- 
peater” is substituted—though the arm might 
have been a single-shot; a Yawman & Erbe 
reel becomes simply an “automatic”; a Woods 
minnow, an “artificial bait.” It is incon- 


ceivable that any direct or inferred demand 
from advertisers 


should have prompted a 
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policy so unjust to both writer and reader. 
We have never found the trade unfair or il- 


liberal in its methods or requests. It is an 
insult to American enterprise to even hint 
that success in business depends upon the 
patrons’ enforced ignorance of possible com- 
petitors and their wares. 

That which is rightfully due the general 
reader, or more specifically, his due accord- 
ing to our own ideas, is a thorough knowi- 
edge of all new and commendable departures 
in the way of arms, tackle, and the minor 
items of sportsmen’s equipment. Which com 
pletes what we care or consider needful to say 
in the present connection. 





A WAR CLOUD IN THE WEST 


For some months a Western trade journal 
has waged bitter warfare against three of the 
larger ammunition concerns, charging that 
they have illegally combined to exact exorbi- 
tant prices for their products. It is needless 
to inquire closely into the true animus of 
this attack, nor would it be fair to emphasize 
the fact that neither of the indicted com- 
panies had recently advertised to any great 
extent in the publication mentioned. “The 
many-headed Cerberus of the sporting world,” 
in bidding on a government contract, had fig- 
ured in a certain percentage of the cost of 
new machinery necessary in producing the 
improved type of ammunition required, and 
the patriotic heart must need protest. More 
over, it was undoubtedly true that the “trust” 
was listing its loaded shotgun shells above 
cost, and the public immediately had warn- 
ing of this, and was informed that ammuni- 
tion of another make could be furnished in 
quantities to suit at prices from 25 to 30 per 
cent lower than the “trust” list. Such, brief- 
ly stated, was the casus belli, and the war is 
still on. So far it has been a rather one- 
sided fight. The ammunition companies have 
quietly pursued the even tenor of their way. 

There is some slight excuse for mentioning 
this matter in FIELD AND STREAM. In the 
first place, if the ammunition to be substi- 
tuted for the boycotted product had been 
equally as good, sportsmen generally would 























have found it out long ago, in which case it 
is not to be supposed that the manufacturer 
would consent to “dump” it upon the trade 
at cost or less. Pursuing this argument to 
its logical end, if the ammunition mentioned 
is really inferior in quality, it is likely that 
many dealers have been victimized, and that 
their customers will suffer in turn. It may 
be that the price of perfect ammunition seems 
needlessly high to the consumer, but it does 
not follow that an unreliable load can be 
cheap at any price. 

Fluctuations in the price of manufactures 
must follow changes in the cost of material. 
More than six months ago a representative of 
one of the smaller manufacturers informed us 
that loaded shells must be listed higher, that 
under existing conditions there was no profit 
for ammunition companies, and that the 
larger concerns must sooner or later accept 
the initiative for their own protection. 
The increase in price was not a surprise to 
the better informed class of trade. It was as 
unavoidable as the re-sealing of prices of foot- 
wear under influence of the leather market. 





SMALLER GUNS AND LIGIITER LOADS 


Little by little the 12-gauge gun seems to 
be losing its universal precedence over guns 
of smaller bore, a precedence which, it may 
be well to remember, has not so very long ex- 
isted. A century since the best English mak- 
ers, though inclined to favor the 14-gauge 
for all around shooting, found it hard to over- 
come their customers’ predilection for the 18s 
and 20s, a condition which continued to gov- 
ern abroad until an American demand de- 
veloped for larger bores. We had formed 
an idea that bigger guns were needed to do 
justice to the swarming waterfowl and prairie 
chickens. During a couple of decades the 10- 
gauge stood first in popularity, but lost pres- 
tige when ruled out from trap competitions. 
Quite lately there has been a pretty general 
request for lighter charges in the 12-gauge 
shell, leaving it only a very small margin of 
effectiveness over the ordinary 20-gauge load, 
and none whatever over the 16. Considering 
this fact, in connection with a rapidly grow- 
ing demand for American guns of the smaller 
gauges, it seems safe to predict that these 
lighter and in every way handier arms will 
in a short time supersede the former favorites. 





USE AND MISUSE OF REVOLVERS 


There is need of an educational campaign 
in the interest of the revolver, or rather of 
that large class of revolver owners who have 
more or less money invested in an arm which, 
through no fault of its own, is of small prac- 
tical value. ‘The primary design of its pur- 
chase, to provide means of defence for person 
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and property, is seemingly lost sight of as 
soon as the transaction is concluded. At any 
rate, the average law-abiding citizen exhibits 
a remarkable amount of confidence in his own 
born ability as a marksman, for it is a safe 
guess that nine-tenths of all the pocket re- 
volvers sold are never tested in a manner to 
prove their accuracy or their owners’ skill. 
Possibly there is no need, since in the one case 
the factory reputation suffices, while in the 
other there is a complacent self-confidence 
that would be sublime if it were not ridicu- 
lous. Somewhere there may be found a rea- 
son why the criminal’s aim is usually lethal, 
while the honest wayfarer or householder 
must content himself with creating noise and 
smoke. Now that even the policemen of our 
larger cities have actually taken to revolver 
practice it is not amiss for the private citizen 
to emulate their laudable example. The plea 
that opportunity is lacking can rarely be sub- 
stantiated. If there is the will, the time and 
place can be found. 

Some twenty years ago a Mr. Griffith con- 
ducted a series of tests in England to obtain 
definite facts in relation to the lagging—or 
“stringing,” as we generally term it—of a 
shot charge. His method was simple, consist- 
ing of firing at a large wheel revolving at 
high speed, at varying distances and with 
varying charges. By calculating the velocity 
of the charge and the speed of the wheel, it 
was comparatively easy to arrive at revela- 
tions which no doubt astonished the investi- 
gator himself, since each pellet registered im- 
mediately upon and in the order of its ar- 
rival, as is the custom of shot the world over. 
It is needless to go into details, but one could 
hardly expect that the wheel would record a 
17-inch “lag” at 10 yards range, or one of 
123 inches at 60 yards, when the load em- 
ployed was 42 grains of Schultze and 1% 
ounces of shot. The tests were comprehensive 
and exhaustive, the results were properly 
tabulated and published, and the shooting 
public has wondered at them from that day 
to this. Of course, when the mewn velocity 
of the charge is considered, very little time 
elapsed between the arrival of the first pellet 
and the last—probably not enough to permit 
a swift-flying bird to get out of the way, but 
such a straggling order of march does not 
accord with the accepted idea of what a 
charge of shot should do. And ever since Mr. 
Griffith’s investigations men have been try- 
ing to discover a reason for the stringing of 
shot and an infallible way to prevent it. 





As a precaution against supplying a possi- 
ble enemy with arms chambered for standard 
military cartridges, the British government 
recently prohibited the sale in India of .303 
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or .450 rifles, and English makers were left 
with large stocks of these calibers on hand, 
for which it will now be difficult to find u 
market. In perfecting a new caliber and car- 
tridge to suit the Indian trade, it may be 
something of a surprise to American hunters 
to learn that preference is given calibers 
larger than .45, the sizes decided upon being 
.465, .470 and .475. The .465 would be con- 
sidered here an excessively powerful cartridge, 
as it contains 75 grains of cordite and a 480- 
grain bullet. Possibly even in India the pres- 
ent need of so heavy a charge is more fancied 
than real. 


Old Town, Me., is to have a factory, owned 
and manned by full-blood Penobscot Indians, 
the principal output of which wili be canoe 
paddles. Not “Indian pattern” paddles, mind 
you, but the genuine article, from material 
selected with the true Indian eye to tough- 
ness and run of grain, and shaped along lines 
that were tested and proven correct by the 
forefathers of these workmen centuries before 
the time of Columbus or Lief the Lucky. Old 
Town has long been noted for its Indian model 
canoes, and the paddles made by Shay & 
Ranco will likely find a waiting market. 





Last season a few big game hunters were 
privileged to test the new Hoxie mushroom 
bullet, invented by G. H. Hoxie, 4440 Michi- 
gan avenue, Chicago, and the results secured 
were in every way satisfactory. The principle 
of this projectile is radically novel. In out- 
ward appearance the bullet is of the ordinary 
metal-jacketed soft-nosed type, but there is 2 
contained steel air chamber holding, just 
back of the lead tip, a small steel ball. On 
impact this ball is forced back in the cham- 
ber and expands it, giving a greatly increased 
striking surface. The bullet is said to mush- 
room perfectly and without crumbling. 





In getting our fishing tackle, camp outfit, 
ete., ready for our spring and summer fish- 
ing, there is one thing that we sometimes 
overlook—that is, the kind of a razor to take 
into the woods. Some of us depend upon our 
barber in town, some of us on the old straight 
blade razor. We are going to be a good many 
miles from a barber, and the fellow who has 
been using a straight razor will find he will 
get along a good deal better if he tries the 
safety razor_when he is in the woods. You 
know how mean and dirty a fellow feels after 
a few days without a shave. You will find 
your razor is about as important a thing as 
you have in your outfit. The next time you 
drop in to see your sporting goods dealer, ask 
him to show you a “Gem” Junior Safety Ra- 
zor, and if he doesn’t happen to carry it, 
write to the manufacturer. Try one of these 





little razors on your next camping trip—you 
won’t even need a looking glass—nail a bright 
piece of tin on the side of a tree or any place 
that’s handy—all you need to see is your face 
—you can’t cut yourself. You don’t know 
what comfort is until you have tried one of 
these little razors. The whole outfit packed 
compactly in a very small and easily carried 
box, with seven keen blades, costs only $1.00. 
While you are making up your outfit, if your 
dealer cannot supply you with one of these 
razors, write to the Gem Cutlery Company, 
34 Reade street, New York City. 





On Page 1120 of the April issue, a con- 
tributor spoke so highly of “Coaxer” trout 
flies that a number of people have written us 
asking where they can get them. We are 
pleased to state that they are manufactured 
‘by W. J. Jamison, 1388 Lexington street, Chi- 
cago, who is himself an enthusiastic and well 
known angler. 








During the week ending March 30, Mrs. 
Ad. Topperwein shot as follows: Columbus, 
Ga., 98—100; West Point, Ga., 195—200 (in- 
cluding a run of 104 straight) ; La Grange, 
Ga., 97—100; Newnan, Ga., 94—100; or a 
total of 484 out of a possible 500, or 96.8 
per cent. In a trip through the Southern 
cities, Mrs. Topperwein has shot in twenty- 
nine different towns and at a total of 2,645 
targets, breaking 2,529, or 95.6 per cent., 
which is truly wonderful shooting. All of 
her shooting was done with “Dead Shot 
Smokeless Powder.” 





A revolver that is a marvel at the price 
has just been brought out by the Harrington 
& Richardson Arms Co., Worcester, Mass. 
It weighs only ten ounces, is made with either 
two and one-half, four and one-half or six-inch 
barrel, adapted to 22 short, long and S. & W. 





long rim fire cartridges. It is designated as 
their 1906 model seven-shot, 22 caliber, and 
the price is only $2.75. In the long barrel 
(six inches) it should make a very handy 
little weapon for target use. 


Thirty years ago the fortunate owner of a 
Baker gun was envied by his fellow duck 
and chicken hunters, and the name has not 



























































lost in prestige even to the present day, 
though the old trigger-action Baker is now 
rarely seen save in the hands of collectors. 
A couple of decades since, the “New Baker” 
appeared, the first model of shotgun produced 
by the Baker Gun and Forging Company, Ba- 
tavia, N. Y., and not only sustained but added 
to the reputation achieved by the original 
arm of that name; since when numerous im- 
provements have been adopted, keeping the 
Baker gun well in the forefront of progress, 
notable among these being the block safety 
for hammerless guns, in which a solid block 
interposes between the striker and firing-pin 
to prevent accidental discharge, this being in 
addition to the non-automatie safety device 
for blocking the triggers. Also, on all regu- 
lar models of the Baker gun a lock-plate sys- 
tem is now used, the parts of the hammerless 
lock being attached to a side-plate as in ham- 
mer guns, and a firing-pin provided separate 
from the hammer. This is a convenience in 
getting to the mechanism for cleaning or re- 
pairs, though the strength and extreme sim- 
plicity of the Baker lock render need of re- 
pairs exceedingly improbable; it also permits 
the use of a stronger frame, since the metal 
need not be cut away excessively to receive 
the parts. The Batavia Leader and Batavia 
Special grades, the latest produced by this 
factory, represent high quality and service- 
ability at the lowest possible cost—the old 
Baker standard of merit at present day prices. 


Mr. Le Coupe, shooting his Lefever gun at 
a tournament at Powhatan, W. Va., March 
27, broke one hundred straight targets, the 
entire program. It is that uniform pattern 
and maximum penetration, the result of the 
famous taper-bore system, on which all Le- 
fever guns are bored, that secures for the 
shooter such wonderful results. Why not 
write the Lefever Arms Company, at Syra- 
cuse, N. Y., and get one of their handsome 
1907 catalogues? 





The Clement automatic is a new self-load- 
ing eight-shot pistol for which great things 
are claimed by the manufacturers, one of 
the most important being that it is the only 
automatic pistol so far produced that is 
of suitable weight and size for the pocket. 
The Clement 25 caliber weighs only fifteen 
ounces, which is almost half the weight of 
any other make. The entire length is only 
five and one-fourth inches and the length of 
barrel two and one-half inches. As for thick 
ness, it is only about one-half inch through 
and altogether it’s the neatest little arm you 
ever saw. 

The magazine holds seven cartridges, and 
with one in the barrel makes eight shots 
which may be fired in less than two seconds, 
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by simply pulling the trigge:. The recoil 
loads and ejects the empty shell and takes 
up all the “kick.” 

Unlike most pistols of its kind the sights 
do not move back with every shot and thus 
a steady aim may be maintained until eight 
shots are fired. This is an immense advantage. 

High power smokeless rimless cartridges 
are used which give great penetration and 
velocity, the shocking power and “point 
blank” capacity being truly wonderfui for 
so small an arm. An accessible safety is in 
easy control and the pistol can always be 
relied upon. 





CLEMENT 
AUTOMATIC 
© 





A 32 caliber automatic pistol, same general 
description as the 25 caliber but a little 
larger and a trifle heavier in weight will be 
ready soon. It will shoot the regular Colt 
automatic cartridges and sell at same price 
as the 25 caliber. 

Dealers or individuals desiring further in- 
formation about these little wonders of mod- 
ern firearm construction, can get it by ad- 
dressing the New York Sporting Goods Com- 
pany, 17 Warren street, near Broadway, New 
York City. 

Take a trip through the hill country of the 
South—the Blue Ridge of Virginia, the Cum- 
berland Mountains of Tennessee and Ken- 
tucky, or the Ozarks of Missouri and Arkan- 
sas—fraternize with the native hunters and 
ask their opinion of shotguns, and single bar- 
rels in particular, and they will unanimously 
bear witness that the Hopkins & Allen gun 
shoots as well as the best and never breaks 
or wears out. This is the logical outcome of 
the makers’ policy to make their guns their 
own best advertisement. One good gun sells 
others, and unquestionably the old drop-action 
single barrel possessed meritorious features. 
The Hopkins & Allen revolvers are in first- 
class demand in all markets reached by Amer- 
ican-made arms, and their later models of 
rifles are now commanding the attention of 
the trade and of sportsmen as well. Especial- 


ly is this the case as regards the “American 
Military” model, of .22 caliber, patterned 
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after the Krag-Jorgensen and certain English 
service rifles, even to sights, swivels and sling 
straps. It has the bolt action adopted by the 
leading governments, with side ejection, a 
pronounced pistol grip and the military butt- 
stock. The barrel is 30 inches in length, of 
a superior quality of steel and accurately 
rifled. A cleaning rod is contained within 2 
receptacle in the stock, and in a word it is 
a perfect arm for the range or the field, with 
the added advantage that the user is acquir- 
ing familiarity with the type of gun that he 
may some day be called upon to handle in 
warfare. The appearance of this model is 
timely, in view of the present trend of senti- 
nient toward military training for our boys 
and young men. A large and elegantly illus- 
trated catalogue describing this rifle and 
other arms may be had by addressing the 
Hopkins & Allen Arms Company, Norwich, 
Conn. 





The English High Court of Justice recently 
devoted several weeks in hearing and decid- 
ing upon the claims of various parties to the 
honor of first adopting the three-pull princi- 
ple in single triggers for double guns, and the 
case has been widely reported and attracted 
the attention of sportsmen generally. Pro- 
viding that an intermediate involuntary pull 
is unavoidable upon the recoil of the first 
barrel, it is no doubt of importance to know 
where credit for this discovery is rightly 
due; but at the same time it seems as though 
English inventors might have perfected a sin- 
gle trigger device wholly independent of the 
influence of recoil, as is the case with that 
manufactured by the Philadelphia Single 
Trigger Company, Olney, Philadelphia, Pa. 
This trigger has no light springs or delicate 
parts, it never doubles or balks, and works the 
same whether the gun is loaded or empty. The 
“kick” is not a factor to be considered, for 
the alternating movement is mechanically con- 
trolled beyond the possibility of going wrong. 
Better still, the manufacturers will apply it 
to any hammerless gun of standard make and 
guarantee its perfect action. White them for 
descriptive booklet for the information of 
yourself and friends. 





It may be accepted as an undeniable fact 
that all guns of American make are worth 
more than their list price, for the simple rea- 
son that they are built with an eye to service 
and durability. On the other hand, it is 
charged by their European rivals that Amer- 
ican gunmakers confine themselves to this one 
idea of practical value because they are in- 
capable of mastering the niceties of their 
craft, or, to express it bluntly, “ecouldn’t make 





a really fine gun if they tried.” This, of 
course, is partly prejudice against all things 
not of British origin, perhaps partly profes- 
sional jealousy, but possibly, too, based upon 
a misapprehension of the conditions govern- 
ing the arms trade on this side of the At- 
lantic. The supply is gauged by the demand, 
and 90 per cent of American purchasers have 
heretofore required merit bare of adornment 
—and a whole lot of it for a very little 
money. It is an error to suppose our makers 
incompetent to duplicate the finish of high- 
grade English guns. In fact, any of the lead- 
ing companies will undertake to do this on 
order. At least one makes a specialty of 
guns of superior quality and finish—the A. H. 
Fox Gun Company, Philadelphia, Pa., which 
builds the Ansley H. Fox gun. The arm in- 
“corporates numerous improvements in con- 
struction, invented by the veteran gunmaker 
whose name it bears, and who, after long 
connection with other gun factories, organized 
the present company with the earnest pur- 
pose of building a better arm than money 
could purchase elsewhere. Sportsmen will 
find the Ansley H. Fox gun worthy of a care- 
ful examination and painstaking test, if only 
for the purpose of ascertaining how consist- 
ently its makers are holding to their an- 
nounced guaranty. 





The Marble simplex rear sight, of which a 
cut is shown here and which will be put on 
sale about August 1, is a new sight for .22 
caliber rifles. The sight is held quite firmly in 
the proper position for shooting by an inside 
spring, but can be easily folded down. A 
large and a small aperture dise is fur- 





nished with each sight. The stem can be set 
very quickly in any position by raising the 
lock to a horizontal position and moving 
the stem up or down with the fingers, the lock 
holding the stem rigid at any elevation. The 
price of this sight will be one dollar and a 
half. 





A correspondent of one of our exchanges 
advises its readers how to determine the size 
of buckshot best adapted to their guns: 
“Place the buckshot, 3, 4, or 5, to chamber 
on a table or smooth surface; take the gun 























barrel and bring it down evenly and smoothly 
on the shot; and if they do not fit the bore 
of gun tight enough to pick them up, they 
will not make a good pattern—it makes no 
difference what the make of gun.” As the 
majority of shotguns now in common use are 
choke-bored, and often have a relief at the 
muzzle, or, in other words, a larger diameter 
of bore at muzzle than at choke, a chamber of 
shot that gives a wedging fit at the muzzle 
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well and is more difficult to hold, but more 
because the sights are necessarily placed too 
close together to permit accurate definition 
by the average eye. The Model 20 has a 
22%-inch octagon barrel, sighted with an 
ivory bead front and a new improved adjust- 
able rear sight with a flat top, that does not 
obstruct the eye in quick aiming, and a verti- 
cal white line that is of great assistance in 
catching the alignment. The magazine holds 


2, 








could not pass the point of greatest rcestric- 
tion without jamming. In the event of a jam, 
either the barrel must yield, or the center 
shot or shots, flattened out of spherical shape 
by pressure, will be forced through in advance 
of the others. In the one case there is a prob- 
ability of disaster, in- the other the certainty 
of disappointment for the sportsman who ac- 
cepted expert advice in loading buckshot to 
secure a “good pattern.” 





All Marlin rifles have as distinguishing 
features the closed-in frame which positively 
excludes rain, snow or dust from the mechan- 
ism; side ejection, which throws the dis- 
charged shell to the right, clear of the arm 
and body and by no possibility in the oper- 
ator’s face; and the reliable Ballard barrels, 
renowned for their accuracy long years be- 
fore the modern repeating rifle was invented. 
The new Model 20 Marlin repeater has all 


THE NEW MODEL 20 MARLIN RIFLE ! 


fifteen short, twelve long or eleven long rifle 
cartridges, and may be loaded with the var 
ious lengths mixed indiscriminately, as the 
action will handle them perfectly. No cheap 
material enters into the construction of this 
arm; the best crucible and spring steel for 
the working parts; selected walnut stocks; 
workmanship of the highest. quality through 
out. It is an arm that will satisfy the most 
critical of riflemen, that will withstand the 
wear of hard and continuous service, and that 
can be depended upon for range and accuracy 
to the highest limit of the caliber and cart- 
ridge. 


Great simplicity and peculiar advantage 
of action are claimed for the Mannlicher 
Schenauer Featherweight sporting rifle, by 
its United States agents, Von Lengerke & 
Detmold, of 349 Fifth avenue, New York. 





THE MANNLICHER-SCHENAUR FEATHERWEIGHT SPORTING RIFLE 


the Marlin points of merit and will be found 
to closely approximate perfection in the way 
of a .22 caliber rifle, being in various respects 
more convenient for all around use than the 
earlier models. Its weight is but a trifle over 
four pounds, but this lightness has been ob- 
tained without a sacrifice of barrel length. 
Comparatively few riflemen can shoot well 
with an arm having a very short barrel, part- 
ly because a short barrel does not balance 





The construction of the revolving magazine 
is one of the particular features. The rifle 
can be loaded by a clip, holding five shells, 
or singly by hand as desired, the cartridges 
lying side by side in separate beds of the 
magazine without touching each other, thus 
protecting cartridges, bullets and primers. 
As the cartridges are carried on the exact 
level with the chamber of the rifle and are 
not brought into it on a slant, there is no 











Another advantage lies 
in the fact that the balance of the gun is not 
destroyed, as is claimed to be the case with 
tifles having magazines carrying cartridges 


danger of jamming. 


one ahead of another. The rifle weighs six 
and three-quarters pounds, measures thirty- 
nine inches over all, is sighted up to three 
hundred yards, and is very accurate. It is 
made with or without telescopic sights, with 
glasses of four and five power, which can 
instantly be attached or detached, although 
the open sights can be readily used while tele- 
scopic sights are in place. The Mannlicher 
Schoenauer Featherweight is handled in both 
the 1903 and 1905 models, the former being 
of .256 bore, while the latter is of .355 bore. 
The .256 bore carries a bullet weighing 143 
grains, which, with 36 grains of powder back 
of it, develops a velocity of 2,564 feet per sec- 
ond and a trajectory, at 300 yards, of 5.42 
inches. The .355 bore carries a bullet of 246 
grains and uses 43 grains of powder. This 
develops a velocity of 2,143 feet and a trajec- 
tory, at 300 yards, of 10.84 inches. The 
action of the rifle is very simple, as it can be 
taken apart and re-assembled without tools. 





Mr. John J. Hildebrandt, of Logansport, 
Ind., iniforms us that he is now ready to 
fill all orders for his new trout spinners. 
It seems that the trout fishermen could not 
get the blades small enough to suit them, and 
so in response to the growing demand Mr. 
Hildebrandt has been experimenting during 
the last year and now claims that he has this 
“Midget Trout Spinner” fully perfected. 
Some of the larger spinners that he is making 
are no experiment, as they have been thor- 
oughly tested and are known to be fine killers 
for salmon, Dolly Varden and other large va- 
rieties of trout. In the April issue, Mr. 
Brazel, on page 1120, testified to their value 
in a very interesting communication. 





The “Champion” telescopic steel rods are 
the latest thing in steel rods on the market, 
and the manufacturers, the Van Doren Man- 
ufacturing Company, of Chicago, claim to 
have the most practical and convenient rod 
that has ever been put before the public. 
Among other advantages, the following are 
conspicuous: 

The rod is made of tapered steel tubing, 
demonstrated by years of experience to be the 
only practical material for a metal fishing 
rod, and the line runs through guides on the 
outside of the rod. 

They can be telescoped or extended without 
removing reel, line or hook, and without dam- 
age to the line—the joints are simply pulled 
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out as far as possible, and the rod is ready 
for use—no locking device is used to compli- 
cate the rod; the construction is such that 
the more casting done, the tighter the joints 
hold together; no working loose or “throw- 
ing out,” as will sometimes happen with the 
best of jointed rods. 

Its design is scientifically accurate, and on 
this account it is an ideal rod for fly fishing 
or bait casting. The rod is made in ten 
styles, and the list price varies from $4.00 to 
$10.00. A style for every fisherman. A guar- 
antee for twelve months is given with every 
rod. 


| TO OUR READERS 
h cadeaabianentdndiearae aie 


We invite the attention of our readers to 
a series of advertisements which we are run- 
ning, warning all persons against the prac- 
tices of substitution. 

These warnings are really in the interest 
of magazine readers—the patrons of magazine 
advertisers. 

It is a safe assumption that products wide- 
ly advertised are good products. It does not 
pay to advertise a product for a first sale 
only. It is the repeat orders that build a 
prosperous business by advertising. There- 
fore when you see a product advertised month 
after month you may be sure that it has 
merit. 

This same rule applies to the advertising 
space of a magazine. 

When you see the same concern advertising 
in FIELD AND STREAM month after month, it 
means that FIELD AND STREAM is selling 
goods for them. 

When we say that Fie~tp AND STREAM is 
selling goods, we mean, of course, that our 
readers are buying goods. 

That means you. 

We hope you will patronize our advertisers 
and let the advertiser know where you read 
his offer, as many advertisers judge the value 
of a publication (to them) by the number of 
replies their advertising brings them. 

No doubt the majority of readers who 
have been influenced in their purchases by 
the advertising appearing in FIELD AND 
STREAM have not realized how important it 
is to us that the advertiser should know it. 
We hope that in future our readers will keep 
this in mind. 

The more advertising we can carry, the 
more money we can make; and the more 
money we can make, the better features we 
can secure for your entertainment and en- 
lightenment—hence our interests are mutual. 
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-22 CALIBER AUTOMATIC RIFLE 


This wonderful little rifle is in a class by itself for pleasure and sport. After 
loading it all that it is necessary to do to shoot ten times is to pull the trigger 
for each shot, as the recoil of the exploded cartridge operates the repeating 
mechanism. The use of this rifle develops accuracy of aim when shooting 
rapidly, an accomplishment all hunters strive for. For city, country or camp 
the .22 Automatic is very handy. To fully appreciate it you should shoot it. 


Winchester Guns and Winchester Ammunition are Sold Everywhere 
WINCHESTER REPEATING ARMS CO., - - NEW HAVEN, CONN. 
























Fok SHoOoT GUNS 


At the traps, Mrs. Topperwein achieves 
great results, shooting exclusively 


*‘* Dead Shot S$mokeless.”’ 


Judgment is of paramount importance in trap shooting. Mrs. Topperwein 
knows that Dead Shot is of perfect stability, shoots regular, high patterns, 
is of high velocity, of quick ignition, and is hard hitting. 

Literature on request. 


AMERICAN POWDER MILLS 


Established 1835 


Chicago, IIls. Boston, Mass. St. Louis, Mo. 











Please say you saw it in Field and Stream 
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Safety, accuracy and durability are tne prime 
features to consider in buying guns. 


Marlin Aurability is a quality to which thousands Marlin guns have solid top receivers making a 
of shooters subscribe, but safety is the feature which solid wall of metal between the shooter’s head and 
puts Marlin guns foremost in the favor of buyers 
of presents for well-loved friends or relatives. 

Harlin shotguns and rifles are made in all styles a 
and calibers of selected, special steels, drop-forged, closed and rigidly locked. 
subjected to critical inspection by experts and to most 
severe tests at each stage of construction. Guaran- 


the cartridge. Premature discharge is impossible. 


The cartridge cannot be fired before the action is 





The farlin side ejection is a comfort which all 
é 2 : _ gaye . »preciate. 2 ejected cartridge cannot inter- 
teed free from imperfection in material and work- raens 5 eens The "7 ted cartridge — 
manship. fere with the aim nor fly back into the shooter’ s face 
There are many other valuable ZZer/n ideas included in every LZerlin 
gun. Send six cents in stamps for our handsome Catalogue, 
which explains all and contains much other valuable information. 


Thelllarlin Firearms ©, 3 Willow Street, New Haven, Conn. 














The Goerz Telescopic Gun-sight “Certar” 


I 





Especially recommended to hunters and all lovers 
of shooting. 

Perfect in scientific and optical construction. 

Great brilliancy, long relief and large field of view. 

Fitted with detachable mountings, giving absolute 
accuracy of adjustment. Can be fitted to all standard 
rifles 

Made in 23 and 44 times magnification. 


For further information write for our ‘‘Certar’’ Circular 


C.P. Goerz American Optical Co. 


52 E., Union Square, New York Heyworth Bldg., Chicago 
































Please say you saw it in Field and Stream 
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A. H. Fox Gun cut out 
to show working 
parts. 







Why the 


Genuine 


A. H.Fox 
: un 
7 Is The Finest Gun in the World 


It embodies the greatest improvements in hammer, trigger, locking 
Es and safety mechanism yet made in hammerless guns. Study the 
sectional illustration at the top of the page. You will see that each 
hammer or cocking lever is one piece of hardened steel, actuated by a 
spiral spring of great power, guaranteed not ot break. Complication 
of mechanism, friction and wear are entirely eliminated in the 
A. H. FOX gun. 

le The Fox automatic safety device is the most positive ever con- 
ceived, it being impossible for it to clog, fail or break. 

The spiral top lever, spring and tapered locking bolt (found only 
in the A. H. FOX gun) insures a tight gun for all time. No amount 
of service with Nitro powders will shoot a Fox gun loose. 

The Barrels are genuine Krupp fluid steel, tested for absolute 
accuracy, efficiency and strength. 

The lessening of the working parts has made it possible to not only 
design a gun on much more beautiful lines, but to perfect its balance 
to such an extent that it is the quickest handling and surest shooting 
gun in the world. 

In workmanship each A. H. FOX gun is an individual masterpiece, 
built under the personal supervision of ANSLEY H. FOX—the 
smallest detail being treated with the same degree of care that is 
bestowed upon the making of a fine chronometer. These are provable 
facts. Prove it by asking to see the ANSLEY H. FOX gun. 

Sold wherever guns are sold. Write for book. Address 


A. H. FOX GUN CO., 
4808 North 18th Street, 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


































Please say you saw it in Field and Stream 
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Please say you saw it in Field and Stream 
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| PRIZE CUPS 


Sterling Silver, Gold and Silver Plate 








SPECIAL DESIGNS ON APPLICATION 








HERE is no event, great or small, for which we 
T cannot furnish prizes suitable to the occasion, 

fitting to the sport. Our splendid line of trophies 
comprises an immense variety of objects in solid silver 
and silver plate. Their diversity and wide range of 
prices meet the requirements equally of an interna- 
tional tournament or a whist party. 





























Factory, Meripen, Conn. 
Canapa Factory, Hamr’.ton, OnT. Mapison Square, NEW YORE 





The Meriden Trophy Book (Illustrated) contains over one hundred 
distinctive designs, adapted to field and aquatic sporting events. 


Meriden Company, silversmiths 


INTERNATIONAL SILVER CO., Successor 
FIFTH AVENUE AND 26TH STREET 














Hunters’ Cabins and Portable Houses. 


This portable house is nothing less than a little summer 
Paradise which can be ‘‘set up”’ in a few hours by any novice. 

Men and women, who have develuped a love for summer 
outings with privacy, tell us that tents, cabins and perma- 
nent cottages are crude pleasure compared to our handsome 
water and wind tight portable houses, which are set up 
almost as easily asa large tent and give every pleasure that 
camping provides—camp site where you wantit, combined 
with the snug comfort of a house. 


Write for a catalogue and examine the different styles and sizes, 
Mfrs, of Portable Garages, Summer Cottages, etc. 
Springfield Portable Construction Co., Inc. 
Successors to the Springfield Moulding Works 
51 Waltham Avenue, Springfield, Mass, 


































“EVER CAMP OUT” BED 


q These cuts show our bed set up and covered by 


canvas tent. A netting cover would be same shape 
and size. It's the lightest and most compact, 
and, above all, the most comfortable camp bed yet of- 
fered. Weighs only seven pounds. With tent and net- 
ting complete, it weighs only thirteen pounds, 
Quickly set up, easily packed and 
handy to tote. You need it. Write 
~~ now for a book with full descrip- 
“~—._—« tion and prices. 


GREEN BAY COT CO., 


Department 335. 
GREEN BAY, WIS. 





with mosquito 
neiling tent + 
supports, i lbs 


































SPORTSMANS CUSHION 


CAMP MATTRESS YACHT MATTRESS 


REST ON AIR 


MATTRESSES and 


Cc US HION S$ 


THE LIGHTEST, STRONGEST, AND 
MOST LUXURIANT IN THE WORLD. 
Before you go into the open or equip your Yacht, Boat or 
Canoe, why not ask your dealer to show you these goods? 
200 of the LEADING DEALERS SELL THEM 








SINGLE BOAT CUSHION 


DOUBLE CANOE CUSHION 


COMFORT SLEEPING POCKET i JWOPART HOUSE MATTRESS. 





it Pays to Learn 
TAXIDERMY 


T can teach you by mail with perfect success the - 
profitable and fascinating art of mounting birds, game, j ~ On earth—on water, too. 
















and fish by my ag Being a light oil it enters the pores 

IMPROVED MODELING PROCESS ’ of the metal and forms an impercept- 
ible covering that is moisture-proof 
& without making the gun sticky or 
average intelligence can learn to make money at this am . 4 greasy to handle. Best for oiling the 
profession, mounting trophies for sportsmen or for {| 4 a: fine mechanisms of the finest gun, 
themselves. Competent Taxidermists get from $5.00 ‘ F ia because it does not dry out, gum, 
to $100.00 each for mounting, and earn $3000.00 to | 5 ae harden, turn rancid, collect dust, 





also how to model ttowers, fruits and grasses for dis- 
play accessories. No poisons, no odors. Anyone of 











$5000.00 yearly. I was formerly Chief Taxidermist 
of American Museum of Natural History, New York, 
and now Taxidermist at Stanford University, Palo s 7 
Alto. Write now for free booklet, and Special Offer. ¢ z 








PROFESSOR JOHN ROWLEY, Rowley College of Taxidermy and Modeling ; A New York, N. Y 





607 EVERETT AVE., PALO ALTO, CAL. 





is used and recommended by the 
largest fire-arms manufacturers in 
America. _Experienced gun users every- 
where say it is the best rust preventative 








luncheon delight- 





fully cool for Pic- 


Ref rigerator nickers, Sportsmen, NN 


Travellers, 


mobilists or Small Gis 
Families. 
Strong imported reed 
: — : body, hinged lid, 
nickeled lining, interlined with asbestos and hair felt. Re- 
movable ice compartment. Bottcm dressed with mineral 
paint—proof against dampness. 
Regular a Special ny Luxe... 00 
Size 2,—20x13x10—-$3.75 Size 1, 20x13x10—$6. 
Size 1,—-18x10 x 8-—$3.50 Size Be ooxlsx10° "$10.00 
Size 0.—14x9 x 7—-$3.00 Size 1,—20x13 x 10—$7.00 


Let us mail you Free illustrated bc oklet with endorsements from folks you know. 


BURLINGTON BASKET CO. 210 Main Street Burlington, Iowa 
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Ask your dealer for 
Hawkeye 


E zactly so—a Basket — . 
Y Refrigerator! Keeps Za Sap Use This Basket 


does not prove 
every way, return 


we will refund your 
money. 














Please say you saw it in Field and Stream 
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TARGET RIFLE 


Here 1s a really reliable, inexpensive target rifle, single shot, 22 calibre, and uses short, 
fong and long rifle cartridges. _ It is rifled specially to give the greatest possible accuracy, 
and altogether 1s the most satisfactory target arm ever put on the market. 

It teeds itself cocks and ejects automatically. All working parts are in the bolt action. 
Simple pressure on the trigger removes the breech bolt, and thorough cleaning can then be 
done from the breech end. 

No matter what 1 your idea of a trigger, you can have it, because of the Savage ad- 
justable screw regulating the trigger pull. It is on the under side of the trigger and 1s in- 
startly reached by taking off the stock. This is a very important factor in target shooting 
and insures great accuracy. 

The Savage Target Rifles have ivory bead front sights and the famous Savage Micro- 
meter rear sights—the most satisfactory aim ever devised. 22 inch heavy barrel—browned, 
not blued he arm weighs 434 pounds, has Swiss butt plates, is beautifully balanced, and 
has no equal tor target or offhand shooting. Price $6.50. 

These features cannot be found in any other rifle made. Go to your dealer 
and examine one before you buy. All Savage arms are guaranteed. A very interesting 
catalogue for your name on a postal. 


SAVAGE ARMS COMPANY, 245 Savage Ave., Utica, N. Y., U.S.A. 








































PALMER’S Moosehead Brand 
Waterproof Sporting Boot 
For Sportsmen and Women 

Hand made in Oil Tanned Waterproof Leather, 


3 leg and Knee High, with or without flexible sole and 
heel. Bellows tongue to top. Write 


JOHN PALMER CO., Ltd. 


FREDERICTON, N. B., CANADA 
Manufacturers of all kinds oil tanned waterproof footwear. 
Catalogue on application. 











“GAMPING MADE CONVENIENT 


Send for our free catalogue on camp conveniences, which illustrates new ideas and new goods, 
that enable you to really make your vacation a pleasure. 
OTL. Sim LONs 





We have also for distribution the following 
Sportsman Manuals, each containing 136 
pages, nicely bound: The Camper's Manual, 
The Fisherman’s Manual and The Sportsman’s 
Manual. They oy) oan oe least so cents . 
each; only 30 cents for the three, or 10 cents No QUPPURT Ort LY ATOR 
tor say one delivered to you by mail. Write GSapsereae 
to-day. 





Gold Medal Camp Furniture Mfg. Co,, Dept. B, Racine, Wisconsin, U. S. A. 
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stantly employed by the large arms, ammu- 
nition and sporting goods manufacturers 
in working out new ideas; and as this work goes on, 


Gin of the finest minds of to-day are con- 


” 


and new ‘tools of the craft,’ or better models of 
the old ones, are produced, we are going to place 
these before the thousands of sportsmen who are 
readers of FIELD AND STREAM in our new department 
entitled “Tools of the Craft,” beginning with this 
issue, 

As one sportsman who has tried a new rifle, car- 
tridge, rod, or fly, would tell another of its merits 
and how much he is pleased with it, so we intend to 
tell our readers in this department what is the 
newest and best, and where it may be obtained 


This department will be of the keenest interest 
to the sportsman as well as to the sporting goods 
dealer, who, in justice to his business, must keep up 
with the times; as this department will be informa- 
tional, interesting, authoritative, and, above all, 
right up to the minute. 





Field and Stream Publishing Co. 
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MODEL 





















Surprisingly Good 


for the price. Surprisingly cheap 
for so good a revolver. The new 


H & 4 DOUBLE ACTION 
REVOLVER 


is a thoroughly well made, durable and serviceable arm. Light in weight, 
only ten ounces, and small in size, it is particularly adapted for those who 
desire a safe and efficient revolver at a moderate price. An 
ideal noise-maker for the Glorious Fourth. Safe for a boy to 
handle and has none of the disadvantages of the dangerous toy pistol. 


{22 Caliber, Seven Shot, Rim Fire, Double 


Specifications Action; 234” barrel, finest nickel finish, $2.75 
Also made with 4%” and 6” barrel. 


The celebrated H & R Hammerless Revolver,............ 


For Sale by all dealers in Reliable Sporting Goods, If your dealer does 
not have it, don’t take any other make—we will deliver one on receipt 
of price. 

Write for Catalog of Revolvers and Single Barrel Shot Guns. 


HARRINGTON & RICHARDSON ARMS CO., 232 Park Ave., Worcester, Mass. 








|LEFEVER GUNS 


POSITIVELY CANNOT SHOOT LOOSE 


— 





PROOF If after years of usage the gun shows any signs of wear, by simply 


turning slightly to the right compensating screw ‘“‘F” shown above, the action becomes as 
tight as when the gun first left our factory. Let us send you our 1907 catalogue describing 
the many advantages of the Lefever over other guns. 


1907 Catalogue F Free on request. 


LEFEVER ARMS CO., Syracuse, N. Y., v.s. A. 


Please say you saw it in Field and Stream 
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ITHACA GUNS@ 


OUT-SHOOT THEM ALL 


‘Lhis is “Bob” Edwards, the man who made 
the old reliable ITHACA, the hardest and 
closest shooting gun in the world. He was 
the first man to perfect the taper choke and 
: the oldest barrel borer in the United 

tates. 


















































TWe guarantee 
every n in eve 
eyo ng included. 
~ © cross-bolt our ham- 
.y meériess guns in addition to 
y under-fastening and guar- 
antee never to shoot loose. 
qgwe have et seg A made bar- 
rels, with double-thick Nitro breech, 
which stands a bursting pressure of 
about 40,000 Ibs. to the sq. in., insur- 
ing absolute safety to the shooter. 
‘ “4 make 17 grades, $17.75 net to $300 
st. 
~ We build everything from a feather- 
weight 20 gauge gun to a 10% Ib. 10 






























gauge duck, fox and goose gun. ¥ 

Art catalogue and Bob’s picture FRED. th 

Send 25 cents for the finest dog picture er 

ever published. Size 16 x 26, in colors. . 

Box te 

er 

ITHACA GUN 'CORITHACARN.Y4 ' 


























AN UNTOLD FISH STORY—NO. I. 


CAMP SUPPLIES | 
The camp supplies, to be complete, should include Borden’s Eagle Brand Condensed Muik, Peer- 
less Brand Evaporated Milk and Borden's Malted Milk, all of which contain substantial nourishment 
in compact form, and supply every milk or cream requirement. 





Please say you saw it in Field and Stream 
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> Cn ZED Ze I” Ze Za - Zz e Z . ae Z ANA Ze ele 
l6 Ft. Steel Launch with Qip(jsusasasossspsisssosssseasse 
18-21-25 foot launches at proportion- : yt ON 
ate prices. All launches fitted with two ZHPEngine | 4 ae 
cycle reversing engines with speed con- Wy N 
trolling lever; simplest engine made; starts | y 
without cranking, has oniy 8 moving parts. 3 1 WwW, A\ 
Steel rowboats, $20.00. All boats fitted witk  < $a 
water-tight compartments; cannot sink; need WW, VN 
no boat house. We are the largest manufactur- b- 4 + 
1 ers of pleasure boats in the world. Or- ' WN) 
ders filled day they are received. We Ss Vege" 

sell direct to user, cutting out all middle- se%e, y 
men’s profits. Free catalogue 4 age 

MICHIGAN STEEL BOAT CO., Sy IN 
1345 Jefferson Ave., Detroit, Mich. = —_ 
M7 bp 
vw IN 
ste, 7 
/ ‘e,2* 

. i 

A New Delight W aN 
awaits the smoker who has not discovered the sete 7\\ 
cmpiste ame of | Y More than 50 Years Ago Aw 
° vets 7 
"7 
French's Mixture ‘Y FS 
“The7Aristocrat of Smoking Tobacco” | \j/. a4 
It_ pleases instantly and _ satisfies contin- Y pe 

uously, Only the choicest grades of ripe and ates 7, 
mellow North Carolina Red and Golden Leaf WW ae 

are used. Blended by hand with a care that b te 

shames ordinary machine methods. Pure, SV ON 
We sell : —s Sag oan and senees in perfect — > ~~ 
mever . ‘ondition, because it is sold only pare: ™ 
through deal- : ry Direct from Factory {/ BALTIMORE “> 
So 4 = to Smoker ‘Sy ™® 
to the smoke , — toc. (silver or stamps) for large ea) ex 
erie portest LS sample pouch and booklet. Y uN 
condition. 2 FRENCH TOBACCO COMPANY | .*:. 7 
Dept. 81. Statesville, N. C. y vege 

} ete, FIN 
| omet > aN 
! AN 
Order a Pair of Beautiful sabe, Was put upon the market, iN 
Indi MM * b 4 and every year adds to its aN 
lan occasiIns ra splendid reputation. Ripened rags’ 
Made of GENUINE MOOSEHIDE V4, : . UN) 

ee ee Le ieee y by age, its mellowed excellence bogs 
Men's sizes Cteli - - 42.76 ays onguaatte unsurpassed. jase 

Ladies’ and Beys’ ove tis to-da YN 
sizes 2to6  - 2.26 MG y page 
Yeuths’ and Misses’, RY IN 
sizes 11 to 1 - 2.00 : 4 
@hiidren’s, sizes 5 te 10 - 1.609) ‘7 FIRST OVER THE BARS ZN 
Sent prepaid op receipt of price. Money refunded if not ats, t \ 

4 W ) 

"We also supply handsome Mecessir Slippers same material, | .t,, er 
sizes pnd ee? as above. They are artistic, sensible and the a ‘ 
most comfortable home foot coverings imaginable. of 4 
Our *Wisceasin Cruising Shoes” have no superior as & SV in 
hunting shoe. Send for free catalogue to-day to - of v4 
METZ & SCHLOERB, - 88 Main St., Oshkosh, Wis. | | rage 
a%o, I 
! y ‘ 
* ste, A 
,5' 
Comfort and Pl % . 
Oo Oo an easure | A 
FOR YOUNG AND OLD oe A 
\ et 

= A7x7 foot Wall Tent || aN 
of 8 oz. canvas with Poles, " - 4 

Ropes and Pegs, complete, 7 ON 
6.25. 4 7 
A Playhouse for the ‘ = 
children. Outdoor air wh aN 
without danger of sun- oe, Sold at ail first -class cafes and by jobbers. \ 
stroke. A good “ Summerhouse ” or Hammock Shelter - WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Me. ry 
which the older folks will enjoy. Nothing better for % aN 
or- picnics or camping out. Easily carried and set up. ve) 7 
sl A COMPLETE CATALOG mailed on request. b 9 
“i CHARLES J. GODFREY CO. WY hege 

10 arren Street, New York Cit XQ FQ OS a) aS A a OS a OS 
. wl) HQDS IDDODODDS 

















Please say you saw it in Field and Stream 
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This Fellow 
(/sed a Substitute 


On asking the dealer jor a well-known advertised rod he was 
shown a rod which the dealer said was fast as good, and which 
he could buy about $5.00 cheaper. 


Ajter a long rattroad trip at considerable expense and in 
the anticipation of some keen sport, the first fish hooked broke 
the rod, leaving our friend who bought ‘‘a substitute” in the 


3 middle of the stream with a broken rod. 


It’s the same old story. Don’t let the dealer sell youa substitute. If you see arod, 
a reel or a hook that is advertised, the man who is manufacturing it believes in the article 
enough to spend a large amount of money in advertising, his reputation depending on 
the quality of the article, as well as getting back the money that he has spent in placing 
it before the public. 


An advertised article is sold at a fixed and standard price—lower than that charged 
jor unadvertised articles of equal quality because the greater number of sales makes tt 
possible to work upon a smaller margin of profit. 


Almost every kind of tackle has a substitute which pays the dealer a larger profit. 
The man who makes the substitute looks for equal profits, and the quality is usually 
lacking. 


° e - ‘ 
If your retailer tries to sell you a rod, a reel or a hook that is fast as good 
nine times out of ten he is selling you an inferior article for his own profit. 


Don’t be weak-minded and let him sell you a substitute. Make the dealer give 
you an article guaranteed by its advertising or write direct to the manufacturer. 


The advertisers in this magazine advertise their goods because they believe in the 
quality and depend on securing new trade created by this advertising. The man who 
makes a substitute cannot afford to advertise. He can only sell the article once. 


There is only one protection. Buy advertised tackle and you will 
not find yourself caught as our friend is, in the middle of the stream 
with a broken rod. 
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—— Lovers of 
FINE FISHING TACKLE 


will — our 1907 stock a marvel of excellence and novelty. We have spared 
neit ner time nor expense in collecting the best makes of all countries and are 
now prepared to fill all orders for 


TROUT AND BASS FLIES, ARTIFICIAL LURES, FLY RODS, 
SALMON FLIES, TARPON OUTFITS, BAIT RODS, 
IMPORTED AND DOMESTIC LINES AND LEADERS 


Our famous “ Touradif’’ Rods have won more prizes in open 
competition during the past year than any other make 
Send for catalogue “S” 


Abercrombie & Fitch Company, 57 Reape streET, New York 



































Send us your name and address if you want i. eee ; 

see all the new things in tackle. Our Catalos aa SEL EGER. CERET Hs Cade. @ YES 

— will please you. which can be easily taken apart for cleaning and oil- 
Fine quality singie gut Hollow Point Hooks, r2c. per ing, in the 


doz.; double gut, 17¢. per doz. Sent b ail 1 T 
of price in postage stamps. : ‘ ‘canes * * t RI-PA Re 7 7 


be F. MARSTERS The newest thing in bait casting reels, and with 


one exception—the “‘Takapart’’ Reel, which we make 





53 Court Street, Brooklyn, N. Y. a fier is the — ever put on the marest. neal rg 
. and reel seat drawn from one piece of plate brass, with- 
ESTABLISHED 46 YEARS out solder, joint, or rivet, finely finished and beautifully 


nickelled, with spool of German silver. If properly 
cared for will last a lifetime. Quadruple gearing, has 
greater capacity for its size than any other bait casting 
reel made. its simplicity of construction enables us to 
offer it at a price within the reach of all fishermen. $3.50. 
Also Featherlight and Expert high grede single 
action open frame reels, ranging from 85c to $3.25. All 
dealers. Our booklet, giving valuable information, — 
FREE. We guarantee all our reels (low or high priced) 
to be perfect in construction and will make repairs 
(if any) free. No other maker will do this. 
. A F. MEISSELBACH @ BRO., 
19 Prospect Street, Newark, N. J- 
7 Ateo ‘‘Takapart”’ Reels and Harrimac Landing Nets. 
































Please say you saw it in Field and Stream 











Learn this art 


at home by mall 
uring your 











Mount 
Birds asimais 


f SPORTSMEN! Fishermen! 
Hunters! Lovers of Nature! 
= The wonderful art of TAXIDERMY, so 
long kept secret, can now be easily learn- 
ed right in your own home, 


§ WeTeach by Mail 52°.5° 


mount Birds, Animals, Game- Heads, 

tan skins, make rugs, etc. A delightful 

and fascinating art for men and women. 

Easily, quickly learned during spare time. 

Enjoy your leisure hours. Decorate home 

é den with your finetrophies. Or in- 

crease your income selling mounted specimens and mounting 

for others. Latest methods, reasonable rate. Success Guaran- 

teed or no tuttion see. — yay + successful teaching BY MAIL 

is our record. . enon Ge Cocsande = one aces, 

‘or particulars, our beautiful catalog an 

Write Today taxidermy Magazine, ALL FREE. Writetoday. 

The N. W. SCHOOL OF TAXIDERMY, Inc. 
No. 73 X . St» Omaha, Neb. 
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A high speed perfectly safe boat. Water tight 


chambers run from end to end on both sides making 
it almost impossible to roll All the luxury of canoe- 
ing, all the charm of motoring at high speed, and all 
the safety of a large beat. Hull 20 feet long, made 
of cedar, 2 H.P. engine, starts without cranking. 


DETROIT BOAT CO., 4 Bellevue Ave., Detroit, Mich. 








The 1907 Fishing Guide (The Fisher- 
man’s Friend) is now ready for distribution 
and will be mailed to any address upon 
receipt of roc. Gives fishing places near 
New York, Tide Tables for 1907, Shooting 
Guides and Fish and Game Laws of New 
York and New Jersey. 

It is for sale in Tackle Stores in New York, 
Brooklyn, Newark etc. 





. e 
Fishing Maps 
| of 
| Jamaica Bay 
Staten Island Waters 
| City Island Waters 
Showing depths in feet at low water, all 
bars, coves and deep holes. Made 
specially for Fishermen 
and Yachtsmen 
20x 24 inches in pocket folders 


10c each. 30c for the three 





For sale in Tackle Stores in New York, 
Brooklyn, Newark, etc., or sent by mail on 
receipt of price by 

KNOWLSON & MULLER 
Eagle Building BROOKLYN, N. Y. 





























RS Fish Will Bi 

LY’ Fis i ite 
oy Like Hun Wolves, ali the season 
if you use Magic Fish Lure, Most 
wondertul bait ever discovered for attracting 
allkinds offish. If you like to pull out the 
finny beauties right and left, and catch a big 
string every time you go fishing, don't fail to 
= try this wonderful bait, Sent by mail prepaid 
= 25 — | ped Capone yo = oy 
: refunded. Full particulars and Catalog Free 
SS “Aduress J. i, GHEGORY, Desk 
Ss =~ 3319 Oregon Ave., St. Louis, Me 









Please say you saw st 





AN UNTOLD FISH STORY—NO. II. 











(THE NEW TROUT BAIT 


e New Coaxer Trout Fly 
seems to be alive, It rides 
it never 








each, 6 asso 
$1.25, Bases size 30c, Postage 
fj Cat. of Rew Baits. W. J. Jamison, 1388 Lexington St., Chicago 
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Sportsman’s Clothing 


Sheds Water like a Duck’s Back 
The only Cravenette Rain-proof Hunting 
Garments in the United States. 
Why buy the ordinary harsh, stiff and unsatis- 
factory Sportsman’s Clothing, when for the same 
money you can get a fine, soft and pliable duck, plus 
the added value which comes from the famous Priestly 
Cravenette Proofing Process. 
Cravenette is a process, nota Cloth, and is absolutely con- 
trolled by us so far as Sportsman’s Clothing is concerned. 
Duxback Garments are rain-defying in any ordinary storm, 
yet permit of perfect ventilation. The only suitable outing I 
garments where rain-proof comfort, hard wear and good oN Le 
pearance are desired. Fit and rain-proof qualities guaranteed. j 
Pockets for everything. Regular Hunting Coat and Norfolk 
Jackets, $5.00; Trousers, $3.00 and $3.50; Hats, $1.00; Caps, 
$1.25; Vest, $2.50; Leggings, $1.50. 


Two colors only, light tan and olive green. Express prepaid. 


FOR LADIES’ WEAR 


Regular Hunting Coat and Norfolk Jacket; Plain Skirt, Divided Skirt,Bloomers, (Aaa 
Leggings, Hats, etc. Suitable for gunning, fishing, riding, tramping, boatin y° 
or climbing. Express prepaid. Booklet with samples of material and self. \ 
measure blanks sent free. Special discount to dealers. 
BIRD, JONES & KENYON, 2 Blandina St., Utica, N. Y. 








By, EDWARD VOM HOFE 3 


m receipt of gc to 


Fishing Tackle pa 
Deal with the Manufacturer g Factory and Salesrooms: ’ 
and save. middleman’s profits. 81-83 Fulton St., New York City 








BEST ENGLISH |] NATURE SKETCHES HUNTING FISHING CANOEING 
TROUT FLIES The North Country 


By HARRY ANTON AUER, Cleveland, Ohio 


on the American Market. Cc 
Al pa pre Ramp 85=: | A beautiful book descriptive of a season’s wanderings in the 
eyed hooks or with ‘out doz | | Canadian forests north of Lake Superior. Handsomely iilus- 
attached. Size 4 6-871 O-12-14 J | trated. Should be in every nature lover’s library 

" Price list free on re juest Price $1.50 net. Postage 13 cents 














SPORTING GOODS DEPT., | *LARKE CO., es Cincinnati 
W.L. Milner & Co., 126 Summit St.. Toledo, 0. 78 ReeEe < 














THE 1907 “EXPERT” IMPROVED 


“* The best is none too good for a Fisherman ” 





Note our new patent detachable DOUBLE hook. Prevents a!) fouling or tangling. Every cast a perfect one. Hooks 
cannot scratch the body of minnow. You should see this new hook, as it is the only real improvement that has been 
made in wooden minnows for years. Send for catalog, or better still, send 75c for sample minnow. Money back if not 


satisfied F. C. WOODS & CO., Dept. F, ALLIANCE, 0. 





= 








Please say you saw it in Field and Stream 
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out °o 


placed 
a doz 





WHAT USERS SAY 
**] believe it is king of all lighters.” Horlick, 
**Cannot see how any smoker can be without one. 
** The lighter is the best ever.’’-—Walters 








50c 


f order. 


en). The 


Matchless Cigar Lighter 


Guaranteed for 2 Years 


Automobilists, Yachtsmen, Hunters, Golfers 


and all outdoor smokers should have a Matchless 2-37 actual size—with side 


2-3 size—showing side partly removed, Cigar Lighter. It is always ready and never fails removed, showing fuse in 
with lever shut. Fits the vest pocket to work. Try one, and if you don’t like it your fosition to light cigar, cigar- 
like a match box. money will be cheerfully refunded. ette or pipe. 


de Leon. 


gaa not be without it for five times cost.”—Inglis. 


| he will not, ‘ Illustrated and descriptive circular free on 
| application 


| The Matc “* Cigar Lighter Mfg. Co.— Dept. 15 


(LIGHTS YOUR PIPE, cise or cigaret 
awinue ww WIND, RAIN OR SNOW 


“The Harder It Blows—the Brighter It Glows” 


will pon the only natural, never fail- 
ing and practically indestructible 
cigar, cigarette and pipe lighter ever 
invented. There is nothing to get 
No oil—no chemicals of any kind. 

Simply a charred wick, cube of flint, steel wheel 
and lever to produce friction. W hen the flint 
— cube or wick is consumed, it can be re- 
at trifing cost (cube 1o cts., wicks 25 cts. 








Buy from your dealer, or we'll supply you, postpaid, if 








6 John Street, New York City 











FOR QUALITY 
AND VARIETY 


If you want the latest and most dependab 


the test, and our facilities—already the 
America—are constantly being extended, to s 
demands of satisfied anglers. 


and we will send you some interesting inform 


Akron, Ohio, U.S.A. 








Always on Top 





le produc- 
tions in troutand bsss flies, sneli hooks, rods, reels, and the 
“old reliable” Jumi:ous trolls, baits and spinners, insist 
on your dealer supplying you with 


PFLUECER’S 


For over a quarter of a century our goods have stood 


largest in 
uppliy the 


If your dealer does not handle our goods, let us know 


ation. 


THE ENTERPRISE MFG. COMPANY > 








Please say you 


saw 


il 





Bite-No-More 


KEEPS OFF MOSQUITOES 
AND ALL OTHER INSECTS 








It forms a protecting coating, 
through which NO INSECT CAN 
POSSIBLY BITE. It isa lotion. 
easily applied, stops the itching of 
bites already inflicted, neutralizes 


the poison, dries in a minute so that the user need not 
up ro.s, tackle, etc., but can be easily washed off 

It will not sta ain nor injure clothing, is beneficial tothe skin, 
odor pleasant, and three or four applications will last half 
a day. 

Four ounce, screw cap tin can, handy to carry and use, 
price fifty cents. If your dealer will not supply you, we will 
send postpaid on receipt of price in stamps. 


im 











Address, FRANKLIN HAWLEY & CO., Mercer, Wis, 
do.t Price 35¢ 40 to 60 
Without weed Sneck & 








Carlisle 
Hooks 







Doubu ' 


guard 
‘ec orp 











Carry rubber band 
over bait and into 
slots ip bolder 





This is oneof the many styles of hooks we make that 
securely hold frogs, minnows or crawfish for bait casting. 


Send postal with address for descriptive folder 
WEST WEEDLESS HOOK CO., = Council Blutfs, lows 


The “MONARCH” Is the only AUTOMATIC FISH 
HOOK Manufactured (2s,.o0"s) 


weeds or in cz asting Holds the fish tighter 
the more he pulls; fish are or 
caught by touc hing the Al * 


bait Large ‘llustated i= 
Catalogue of Fishing 
Tackle. Agents wanted. 


F,$. DOERING & CO., 562 Liberty Ave., Brooklyn,W Y. 







in Field and Stream 
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“Follow the 
Dutchman” 


and 


You'll Catch Fish 


THAT'S RIGHT! 

As I told you last month, I’m the 
Dutchman, and— 

I KNOW— 

The FREEPORT HOOK doesit. 

Now I am not a “fish-hog,” but I 
do like to come in when the sun is 
sliding down over the edge of things, 
with a fair string of “good ones” — 

Just to show that I haven't forgot- 
ten how. 

And 1 always do it— 

With the FREEPORT HOOK. 

So can you. 

WHY ? 

Because—you can fish where the 
fish are—in among the weedsand lily- 
pads, the old “‘snaggy” logs and fallen 
tree-tops—the FREEPORT HOOK 
is snag-proof, weed-proof-—-it 
doesn’t catch anything but fish. 

Because — bait isalways right side 
up and traveling with natural 
motion— 

Because—the FREEPORT 
HOOK is a perfect, scien- 
tific lure— 

Because—the FREEPORT HOOK is hand- 
made throughout, unwearable, unbreakable— 
every hook tested to 100 pounds. 

The FREEPORT HOOK costs considerably 
more to make than most hooks retail at, but— 

It is a real fish-hook— 

A hook that will catch fish, anywhere that fish 
are—and that will last you ‘till you get too old to 











fish. 

FISHERMEN—“‘Drop a line” for my handsome new book- 
let, or—One Dollar brings you a sample hook (money 
back if it doesn’t suit.) State whether wanted for bass, 
pike, pickerel or muskallonge—and whether you use frog or 

mE ALERS—I you will writ ick, | will mak 
—If you will write me quick, make 

you the most generous offer you ever heard of, to handle 


the FREEPORT HOOK. 5 
° ” rt, 
pikgsicn “The Freeport Hook” "rsp 























Please say you saw it in Field and Stream 
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Something New 
and Practical 


Frost’s Im- 
proved Kelso 
Automatic 





Our patterns or materials cost you only baif th. — 
price asked by others. 




















- 

- Me * aot 
We are the largest builders of pleasure boats 19 we Wuisu. We m-- 
‘cou fall size workiug patterns, knock-down frames and materials 
rom bone-dry stoek, at half the price asked by others. We use these 
patterns and stock every day in building our regular boats. You 
are not buying theories. Catalog free. 











Reel DETROIT BOAT (9.., © No, 3 Reltevne Ave., DETROIT, MICH. 
Capacity roo yards. Case of Aluminum, Satin Fin- 
ished; Steel Bearings; only 74 ounces. It is both e 


light and strong. With ordinary care it should last 
a lifetime. Can use on rod either above or below hand. 
Guaranteed 
PRICE $5.00 
If your dealer cannot supply you, send his 
name and address to us, and we will fill your order 











through him. The “KELSO” brand LINES, REELS, 
a pe ges a 1 gud a s ARE BEST \ yA 
can made. y an = 
|| FISHING TACKLE IS OUR BUSINESS EXCLUSIVE- SEND FOR CATALOGUE 
| LY. HEADQUARTERS FOR EVERYTHING RE- m 


QUIRED BY ANGLERS Catalogues to trade only. SICHARLES F. ORV Ve: 

















H. J. Frost & Co. °° Siw York | MANCHESTER VERMONT 








CGeennnanebeinnneen ena 


os Sane, 99 ts P 
Drop Us a Line EDDON’S ~ 
and catch one of our new booklets — it not 
only “brags up’’ the **DOWAGIAC” Minnows; 
it tells you how to bait 


cast and catch fish. 








Get in touch with us—we'll help you catch Ash. 

Above is a picture of WRITE FOR BOOKLET 

our new “Artistic’’ Minnow — made 
like a piece of jewelry — and it gets ’em. 











The Haynes Pearl Casting Minnow 


Cut % Actual Size 


At last. The ideal casting minnow for bass. Why? 
BECAUSE: The pearl body throws out a shimmering ray in the water and game fish will strike it when no ot! 
bait tempts them. BECAUSE: The pearl body stays bright and attractive all season, unlike paint 
ing baits that are disfigured in an hour's casting. BECAUSE: There is only one feathered trebk 
necessary instead of a dozen or so that break off, tangle up and spoil your casts, and also catch in clothes ¢ 
landing nets. BECAUSE: The German Si'ver side gills keep it right side up without the use of a weight 
twisted lines. Send me one dollar, paper money or postal order. I will mail you one prepaid. 

Fraternally yours, 


274 Park St., Akron, Ohio W. B. Haynes 











i wh nn =o wea npn 


Please say you saw it in Field and Stream 







































FIELD AND STREAM 








VON LENGERKE & DETMOLD 
349 FIFTH AVENUE 


Opposite the Near 34th Street 
Waldort-Astoria New York 


Dealers, Importers and Manufacturers of 


HIGH GRADE 


FISHING TACKLE 





Guns, Rifles, Revolvers, Cutlery, 
Golf, Tennis, Cameras, Archery, 
Fishing Tackle, Fine Leather 
Goods, Base Ball Goods, Croquet, 
Ammunition 


Catalogue Free on Application 





ADVERTISING SECTION 


Just make up your mind that you 
want to go Camping, and we will 
do the rest. Your doctor will tell 
you this is the one form of vacation that 
really does you good. Builds up your body 
and relieves your mind of brain fag. 


WHERE TO GO 


Our Information Bureau gives you free information as 
to the best camping localities, fishing and hunting 
grounds; tells you the costs, puts you in touch with the 
best Sporting Camps and guides, and recommends your 
equipment. All without cost or obligation. 


WHAT TO TAKE 


Camping nowadays means not only recreation, but 
comfort if you are supplied with modern equipment. 
We sell at moderate prices Fishing Tackle, Tents, 
Camps, Furniture, Cooking Outfits, Outing Clothing, 
Canoes, and nick-nacks a sportsman needs. You 
ought to call to see the most complete Sporting 
Goods Store in New York, but if you can’t, send 
ic, to pay postage op our Big Book, No. 365. 


Send us your name s0 we can keep you posted ima 
| 


New York Speeaqne Goons Co 


17 WARREN NEW YORK, 
STREET U.S.A. 


















































folding bait net. Made in three sizes, 4x 4 
$1.50. If your dealer cannot supply you, 





THE KING MINNOW NET 


Begins its third season as an indispensable adjunct to every fisherman's 
equipment. Neat, Strong and Serviceable, 


it is all that is desirable ina 
ft , $2.00, 3x 3 ft., $3.75, 2 x 2 ft.y 
we will send, express prepaid, 


on receipt of price and the name of your regular dealer. 
Ww. H. RBISNER MPG. CO., HAGERSTOWN, MD., U.8-a- 
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Why Pay More? 


When you can get the 


“TAKAPART’ 




























Will clamp onto the gunwale of 
any boat. Affords quick and secure 
means of attaching your string of 
fish. Will hold any stringer. This 
does away with tying your string 
to oar lock, 
where it is 
always 
in the 


———— 


Small in size. 
Great in capacity. 
80 to 100 yds. 
according to line. 





way. ' 
for $5. a Be best bait-casting reel made. Free 
running and noiseless. Patent friction device gives any WI 40c AID 
desired degree of friction on the “ak, seu PRICE TH STRINGER, : POSER 
chance of backlashing Adjustable end-plates permit 
handle or click to be placed in different positions. Can ° ATTACHMENT ALONE, 25c. 
be — et ” . moment. No screws or small parts 
to lose. Marvelously perfect in workmanshi Smalle 
and lighter than any other reel of like pone ee Coy 7 
Also Featherlight and Expert high grade single-action 
yo raneaae reels, ranging in price from S5c. to $3.25. All 
dealers, 
Ba = 7 
Our booklet. giving valuable information, FREE. Send ” any a 
We guarantee all our reels (low or high-priced) t< A 
perfect in constrvetion, and will make re La . e 1 c. MILLS, 
: pairs (if any) 
ree. No other maker will do this. 
Jackson, Mich. 
A. F. MEISSELBACH @ BRO., Dept. 
e = 
19 Prospect St., Newark, N. J. , 
Also “Tri-part” Reels and Harrimac Landing Nets. = mene — 
s 


IO *” Telescopic Steel 
IP: Fishing Rod 


It makes no difference whether you are an expert or an amateur fishe: - 
man, whether you are after “big fish” or “little fish’’ whether you desire te ) 
fish with bait or without bait, you need a‘‘Champion’’ Telescopic Steel 
Fishing Rod. It’s the only absolutely reliable, perfectly accurate, scientific- 
ally correct, telescopic steel fishing rod ever manufactured. Best quality. 
evenly tempered. tapering steel tubing used throughout. Possesses allthe 
good features ofa jointed or Bamboo rod with many exclusive advantages 





\\ 
< | 4 (oA i 



















of its own. Line passes through immovable guides on the outside of the rod t 
Can be telescoped or extended to any length desired ina jiffy, withou : 
disturbing either line or reel. No locking devices of any description 


required. When telescoped inta the handle the “Champion” cannot become 
damaged. So small can be packed into a crowded suitcase. All “Champion 

eo Rods are guaranteed for one year against damage due to defective materia! 
or workmanship. With good usage a “Champion” will last a life time. Al 
sizes for all classes of fishing. Prices very reasonable. If your dealer don’t 
handle the “Champion” write for Catalog C, prices and full information. 


VAN DOREN MFG. CO., (Inc.) 56 W. Van Buren St., Chicago. 











IF YOU ARE A LOVER OF “THE GENTLE ART OF FISHING,” YOU WILL BE INTERESTED IN 
THE NEWLY PUBLISHED 100 PAGE BOOK- > 


TOURNAMENT CASTING AND THE | 
PROPER EQUIPMENT itu s. osruinc 


This is the latest and best authority on thr subject, and treats of and describes the most 
popular forms of casting in vogue at the various tournaments in a careful and comprehensive 
manner. Illustrated with half-tone plates showing the proper casting positions. Gives full and 








complete advice upon the selection and use of a tournament equipment and a draft of standard } 
rules in use at Eastern and Western tournaments. t P 

Price, postpaid, $1.00. Address Book Department FIELD AND STREAM PUBLISHING ( 
CO., 35 W. 21st St., New York. a t 








Please say you saw it in Field and Stream 
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| PAGE- MAKERS. ee LL 
WE REFUSE to sell any Bristol 








tackle that won’t both 
catch and hold them. 


much less than any other bait casting ree, | | STEEL FISHING RODS 
FISHERMAN’S LUCK 


and is the only multiplying fly reel on the 
is a matter of skill plus tackle. The most impor- 


market. , 
Y — 

: tant item of the tackle is the rod. You can yank 

out a fish with a hickory pole and six yards of staging, 

but if you want to fight fair, you require a rod. While 
you’re getting a rod you'd just as well get the best--- 
SSS. the name of the best is “BRISTOL”---the original 
A steel rod---with twenty years of rod-building expe- 





& 
~ 
Bt 
° 
N 
Ns 


Y 
u 


\ rience back of it, and back of that our THREE 


\ \) YEAR GUARANTEE, 
Look for our trade-mark “BRISTOL”---it’s on 


the reel seat of every genuine “BRISTOL” rod. 


THE HORTON MFG. CO. 


81 Horton Street 
Bristol, Conn., U.S.A. _ 


Best 
Made 


ES Ly 





— a) 





Same reel for fly and 
bait casting. Spool, 1. 


Only combination rod devised equally || 
right for fly and bait casting. $5 to $25. : 1 rea a 
ky, fer Our 





Catalo, 





matlei 


REDIFOR ROD & REEL CO. | \\\ aa cai 
Warren, Ohio, U. S.A. . = ~ - request. 














MORRIS CANVAS CANOES 


Unequalled in Strength. Beautiful in Finish. 









SEND FOR CIRCULAR OF SPECIAL INDIAN MODEL. 


B. M. MORRIS, Veazie, Me. 








——— 
OSGOOD & OSGOOD 


HIGHEST GRADE FISHING TACKLE 

PRACTICAL CAMP OUTFITTING 

—— re a Stn cena nate etaSrch Slice soar 
receipt ef price. 


| SALMON TACKLE A SPECIALTY express, with the privilege of examination, en 
201 West o4th Street, - NEW YORK THE CHAMBERLIN CARTRIDGE & TARGET CO., Cleveland, Obie 



































ABSOLUTE PURITY and DEPENDENCE in WINES 
In the privacy of your homes and either for daily use or occasionally there is nothing that will 
give you more satisfaction than the wines of the Brotherhood WineCo. The sixty-seventh 
annual price list is now ready and will be sent you on request. 2 & 
i W: i Sts, Washingtonville, N. Y- 
BROTHERHOOD WINE CO., YewSVORRECT TY — Vincrents Established st { Hammondaport, N. Y. 
Edward R. Emerson, President (Long Distance Telephone, 1776 Spring) 














KING ROLDING CANVAS BOATS 


Puncture-proof; non-sinkable. A revelation in boat construction. 
When not in use, FOLD 





Are lighter and more durable than wood. 

r Can be carried anywhere by hand, on bicycle or in buggy, or checked as baggage. 
UP INTO A PACKAGE, Handsome Catalog 6c. in stamps. 

- KING FOLDING BOAT CO., 691 North Street, KALAMAZOO, MICH, 
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it in Field and Stream 


Please say you saw 
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‘ 
The 1907 Edition of 
56-Page C l 
Marble’s *°;°2°° Catalog 
Will be ready May 1st. Mr. Marble has written an article for it entitled 
“HOW TO USE A COMPASS” 
Compasses of all kinds have been used by Mr. Marble. First in his boyhood 
days as a trapper and hunter; later in his business as timber estimator aid sur- 
veyor. His 25 years of experience ‘‘in the silent places’ previous to engaging in " 
the man facturing | business has enabled him to write an exceeaingly simple yet 
comprehensive explanation of the various uses of a compass he also tells the 
styles to buy for diferent uses and how to know a good compass from a poor one, 
“The woods life of Mr. Marble made it possible tor him to conceive ard invent 
the accessories shown here and 33 others. - : F 
Our catalogue shows go extra quality ’ Specialties for >portsmen 
dealers or direct, prepaid. Money back it not satished 
Safety Pocket ‘Axe No. 2.—Nic kel plated steel and hard rubber handle $2.50 
Ideal Hunting Knife No. 42. -inch b lade, ‘ . _6-inch, $3.00 with sheath. 
Safety Hunting Knife.—4}-in. blade, ; 5-in., $3.50, 5-in. heavy, $4.00. 
Waterproof Matchbox—Size of 10-g 2 a 
Improved Front Sight— 1-16, 3-32 or 1-8-in. "bends. Ivory or Gold, $1.00. 
Reversible Front Sight--Same size beads as Improved, $1.5¢ ; 
Jointed Rifle Rod—Brass sections with steel joints. Cannot break, $1.00. 
Rifle Cleaner—Brass gauge washers on spiray bent, spring steel wire, soc. 
Flexible Rear Sight — s in position, unless locked down. The Jower sleeve 
locks the elevating sleev 1 holds disc stem rigid, $3.00 : 
Standard Front Sight “ie ads same size and colors as Improved, $1 oc 
Handy Compass—Fastens to coat. Always in sight. Jeweled needle, $1.25, 
MARBLE SAFETY AXE CO., 35 Delta Ave., Gladstone, Mich. 
. 








A Great Opportunity 
for ’ 
Art- Loving Anglers 


From the original painting in oil b 
A, Driscole, the art-master of 
fishes. 





The original of this painti 
shown at variou is sportsn 
Noted fishing authoritie S, at 
expert anglers, in fact, e 
seen it, emphatically pronoun 
painting of a hwe small-mout! 
ever pat on canvas! 

In nepemes to innumerable requests we 
have had this painting reprod iad n i ’ 
exact size and colors. When fons ned 
impussible to tell it from the original canvas, 
Which is valued at $500.00. 


PRICE, SECURELY PACKED 
FOR MAILING, $2.00 


or $3.00 with a year’s subscription, renew- 
al, or extension of subscription, to 


FIELD AND STREAM 
Address the Art re “Sen 
Decent, Field and Stream 


Publishing Co. 35 West, arst Street, 











Size of Canvas 14x20 











?>lease say you saw tit in Field and Stream 
y y 
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ONLY $2, — heer ogg OUTFIT 


FLEGEL’S SELF-THUMBING REEL 


ora ie I ish- 
ns Outht 
vuld ordinari 


lued and nicely 
losely silk 





Patent Applied For 
Most remarka'l> invention of the twentieth century. 
Professionals and amateurs claim it a wonder, because it 
beats the expert thumb. Sent on three days’ FREE §| 
TRIAL. Why don’t I get all or a part of your 
money first, as others, who have advertised a 
reel of this character? Because I am sure MY invention 


will stand the test ireatest reel in the world for the 
ladies, the busy man or the amateur, because they can § | 
learn to cast SO t> 100 feet in thirty minutes. <A long or 
a short cast may be made, the thumb being taken off J} 
entirely, and 1 will guarantee it will not back-lash. A J} 
bait can be cast further, with less exertion, than by 
thumbing the ordinary reel. The automatic thumbing 


device is entirely concealed and needs absolutely no | 


adjusting. This reel is light, strong and durable. Capacity 
80 yards. Price $6.00. With eap jewels _ $7.50 f 
unable to obtain from your dealer, send to me, direct. Order by number F G 13 


BEN]. F. FLEGEL FREE Send for our large catalogue containing a 


full and complete line of sporting goods. 




















81 Sixth Street, RACINE, WIS. 
THE BIG STORE’ & ° ACITY IN ITSELF 
rare Fishing Tackle Bargains SIEGEL, SOOPERE. 
SIXTH AVE. 





STEEL RODS, 3 pieces, cork g i $1.50 NEW YORK CITY.NY. 


BAIT, 64, 74, 84 {t.. FLY, o a | to ft. 








SPLIT BAMBOO RODS, 3 pieces, extra aad 75¢ 
Fly and Bait of 


AUTOMATIC REELS, aluminum, (very light) $2.50 





TROUT FLIES, 6 on card, dozen 1 2e. an sock of Tan 
Postage on Rods and Reel 1sc. extra. : 
Li B Sheddar Crabs, Sand Worms, Blood BLACK BASS 
ve ait, Worms shipped anywhere by express 


nty of good bargains in my Fishing Tackle 
| Soe a vhich will be sent FREE upon request 


and the Supplement ‘‘ More About Black Bass *’ now in 
one volume. Revised and enlarged 
By Dr. James A. HENSHALL 


CHARLES DISCH Mailed, postpaid, upon receipt of $3.00 


THE ROBERT CLARKE COMPANY, - _ Cincinnati 
320-322 Fulton Street, BROOKLYN, N. Y. 




















Do You Want a $5.00 Rod? Best on the Market 
HERE IT IS 
THE “ TUSCARORA” FLY ROD FOR MOUNTAIN STREAM FISHING 


a sa a 





4 hn a aa 











SL. hn 2. 
No. Ca ee ent ant Each 
3537. Split bamboo fly rod, oxidized mountings, snake guides, length 84 feet , weight 4} ounces ‘ $5.00 
A Customer says ‘I thought when I bought this rod it would last only a day or two; how- 
ever. after a hard summer's use, during which I caught trout as large as 3 pounds, it is straight 








as a die and as good as new : ote 
Rods same quality and style as No. 3537, with nickel mountings, 9 feet, we _ 53 ounces; 94 feet, 
weight 6 ounces; 10 feet, weight 7 ounces owe 5.00 


Trout Booklet Free uron Application 


WILLIAM MILLS & SON (Fishing Tackle Exclusively) 23 Park Place, New York, U.S, A. 














Please say you saw it in Field and Stream 



















WHERE TO GO 
GUIDES, RESORTS, CAMPS 


Advertisements under this classification are five 
cents a word for each insertion. Numbers and 
initials count as words, Cash must accompany order, 
No advertisements accepted for less than fifty cents, 
Display cards not exceeding two inches at the rate of 











$3.75 perfinch, $2.00 one-half inch. 








LONG ISLAND 


~ PORT EATON’S LODGE. Do you need rest? Are you 
run down? Port Eaton is the place for you, surrounded by the 
clear, blue waters of Long Island Sound. Grand boating, 
fishing, hunting and bathing (in season), We have our own 
clam and oyster beds. Boats and men supplied. Port 
Eaton will make a new man or woman out of youl Refer by 
rmission to FreLp AND STREAM. For particulars address 
. Garritson, P. O. B. 462, Port Eaton, L. I 


MAINE 
LUCKY STRIKE CAMPS, on B, & A. Ry. Rates, $1.00 
per day. Fishing, canoeing, guides. 
Island Falls, 
CAMP GRACE, head of Seeboois Lake. Boats, canoes, 
and launch. L. H. P PARK, West Seeboois, Me. 


‘ROWE POND CAMPS early fishing excellent. 
MAXFIELD, Bingham, Me. 








a. W. 


~ MOUNT KINEO HOUSE, on the famous Moosehead Lake. 
Every a? for every kind of sport. C, A. JUD- 
KINS, Kineo, 





GRAND ame CAMPS, famous for its land-locked 
salmon and other fishing. FRANK H. BALL, Grand Lake 
Stream, Washington Uo., Me. 


SQUARE LAKE, one of the most famous camps in Maine. 
Square-tailed trout and land-locked salmon. D. L. CUM- 
MINGS & CO., Square Lake, Me 

BIRCH ISLAND CAMPS. 4G for 100 
sportsmen and their families. J. EK. WILSON, Holeb, Me. 

BILLY SOULE’S Rangeley Lakes and camps at Cup- 
suptic Lake, 1,500 feet elevation, salmon, trout, grand 
scenery. ‘Address, BILLY SOULE, Haines’ Landing, Me 

ATKINS CAMPS. | String of twelve camps on lakes, ponds 
and streams, Splendid set of home camps, a famous section. 
WM. ATKINS, Oxbow, Me. 


RIPOGENUS LAKE CAMPS—Grand scenery rand | fishing 
bear hunting, a remote section. Good accommodations, good 
table, bear dogs, fast launch for convenience of patrons, Send 
for circular and map, REGINALD C,. THOMAS, care 
Grant Farm, via Roach River, Chesuncook P. O., Me. 


MINNESOTA 




















A. W. BYRON, | 





| @ home in this State. 


~ COME TO CAMP RECREATION for good muskallonge | 


and black bass fishing. New log camp, beautiful lakes. 
Send for circular. A. G. IRWIN, Dorset, Minnesota. 

LAKE SYLVIA, Splendid black bass fishing and refined 
and homelike accommodations. CAPTAIN FRANK HATCH, 
South Haven, Minn. 


jar MONTANA 


Hunting and Fishing in Montana. If you want to have 
a successful hunting trip next fall write to one of the most 
competent guides in the best big- game country in Montana. 
Special rates to fishing and camping parties. Wm. J. Mar- 
shall, Ovando, Mont. 


All kinds of big and small game in in season; bear hunting, 
fine fishing, fine scenery and purest mountain air, 6,000 
feet above sea level; good cosy cabins, gentle horses to Tide 
or drive. THOMAS MICHENER, Salesville, Mont. 


NEWFOUNDLAND 


_ Excellent Salmon and ‘Trout fishing; also Caribou shoot- 
ing. Tents, guides, boats provided. Write BUNGALOW, 
Grand Lake, Newfoundland. 








NEW ONTARIO 


New and Virgin territory, trout fishing, 
wild game photo- 


~ CEDAR CAMPs. 
canoeing, bear hunting (pack of 5 dogs), 


graphy. Our motto is ‘‘Comfort, Cleanliness and Con- 
venience.” Address W. H. WEST, 56 Mile Post, P. A., 
D. & W. Ry., via Port Arthur, New Ontario, 

WYOMING 


~ JACKSON’S HOLE COUNTRY—The most noted section 
in the West; every kind of sport in season. S. N. LEEK, 
Jackson, Wyoming. y 








A DIFFERENT VACATION PLACE 
outfits; al o private roomsand 


affords a delightful vacation on 
R the largest ranch in the world, 
real ranch life and a general 
afic goodtime. Horses, saddles and 
comfortable 1 nmodations 
furnished. For rates and booklet address MILLER 
BROTHERS, 101 Ranch, Bliss, Okla. ( Those writing 
through curiosity enclose roc. in stamps.) 
SALMON FISHING rights in perpetuity of two miles of a 
famous Canadian river, 16 hours from New York; sacrifice 
price. Address B., care of FIELD AND STREAM Office. 











A Country of 


Newfoundlan Fish and Game 


A Paradise for the Camper and Angler 
Ideal Canoe Trips 


The country traversed by the Reid Newfound- 
land Company’s system is exceedingly rich in all 
kinds of fish and game. 

All along the route of the Railway are streams 
famous for their SALMON and TROUT fishing, 
some of which have a world wide reputation. 

Information cheerfully given upon application to 
J. W. N. JOHNSTONE, General Passenger Agent, 
Reid Newfoundland Company, St. John’s, New- 
foundland. 
PROPERTIES FOR SALE 
GAME AND FISH PRESERVE in New Brunswick, Cana 
da, 1,700 acres virgin forest, three miles of trout streams, 


good house on fine lake. Price low to settle an estate. 
Address Dr. C. H. Stokes, Mohawk, Florida. 

I have a desirable place for some sportsman looking for 
The man who buys it will make a 
Also several large acreage properties that 
Address 














good investment. 
would make ideal game preserves or shooting boxes. 
Plummer F, Jones, Avonia, Virginia. 

An estate of 30,000 acres in Virginia, on the waters of 
James River and the Blue. Ridge Mountains, embracing 
mountain and valley land. A small part in cultivation, 
but most of the property in its natural state; valuable for 
minerals, timber, agriculture, fruit growing, forest develop- 
ment, as a stock ranch, and as a hunting and fishing preserve 
Address W. A. A., care Fietp AND STREAM. 

ADIRONDACKS. One of the best camps on Indian Lake, 
with a frontage on lake of 16 rods, and a boat house. Camp 
isgfinished in red birch floors, and the balance is ceiled all 
over. Altitude over 1,400 feet; evergreen forest; very desir- 
able for health resort. A. B. P., care Fretp AND STREAM. 


ADIRONDACKS—1,044 acres completely surrounding 
lake 14 miles long, 1 ,800 feet above sea level, 3 story hotel, 
and all other improvements. Fine opportunity for resort, 
club house or private preserve. Also a camp sites and 
properties, J. Olmstead, Northville, N : 


TO LEASE—for a term of years, Fishing and Shooting on 
80,000 acres of forest land in Transylvania County, and 
Henderson County, Western North Carolina. This tract is 
known as Pisgah Forest, and forms the southern half of G. 
w. vee famous Biltmore Estate. Apply to ‘*X,” 
care of FOREST DEPARTMENT, Biltmore, N. C. 


—To ¢ A fine 


FOR SALE—To close an estate— 





summer plac e in 








New Brunswick (Canada) overlooking Lake Utopia; 
10-room house. Address Dr. C. H. Stokes, Mohawk, Florida. 
WANTED—Sporting properties. State particulars _ and 


lowest price. Address ‘‘Sportsman’s Bureau,’’ care FreLp 


AND STREAM. 

LONG ISLAND. Grand place for a bungalow or camp; 
20 acres in the woods. Good shooting. Only $2,200. Write 
for particulars, Farm!Bureau,"150)Nassau St., New York City 











FIELD AND STREAM ADVERTISING SECTION 


AuTOnoBiung 


TOURING 
IN ALL INTERESTING 
PARTS OF EUROPE 


with only high class touring cars 


RENAUC: PANHARD- FIAT-MERCEDES 
Cable or write : SEGUIN.<% MUNROEs CG 


7-RUVE-scRIBE:- PARIS — BANK: REFERENCES 











J 


FISHING!! 





A 





( | NORTHERN MAINE Salmon 
0( Trout 
IS THE Tounee 
HOME OF RECORD pickerel 
Summer Bass 
Season opens about May 10 
CUTIN UPWARDS OF 1,000 LAKES AND 
STREAMS REACHED BY THE 


Is er Xo) oK 
WHAT YOU J 


am “IN THE MAINE WOODS” 


Send a 3-cent Tenth annual edition. 192 pages. About 

stamp for 135 beautiful half-tone illustrations from 
actual photographs. Cover and two inserts 
in three colors 


Copy mailed anywhere for 15 cents in stamps 
to cover postage 





ate acct ie Sa Address GEO, M. HOUGHTON 


a “ee any 
— ern Michi Passenger Traffic Manager 


“Where to Go Fishieg” BANGOR, MAINE 








Fisherm sheu 
CL LOCKWOOD, Gee a ., Grand Rapids, Nieh, 








Please say you saw it in Field and Stream 





FIELD AND STREAM 


- ALGONQUIN 


- 


~ 





{DVERTISING SECTION 


TIONAL PARK 
RIO. see 


A 2,000,000 ACRE FISH AND GAME PRESERVE 
INTERSPERSED WITH 1200 LAKES AND RIVERS 


Speckled trout, black bass and salmon trout abound. 


Magnificent 


canoe trips. A paradise for the camper, canvoeist and angler. Altitude 
nearly 2000 feet above the sea. Pure and exhilarating atmosphere. 


A beautiful publication sent f 
G. W. VAUX, Koom 917, Merck s 

l. P. DWYER, 29 

Tr. H. HANLEY, 36 B 

W. ROBINSON, 506 Park Building, Pittst 


tsburg, P 
W. E, DAVIS, G. T. BELL, 


Passenger Traffic Mgr., Montreal. Gen. Pass. and Ticket Agt., Montreal. 


If you want to Fish 


Try Maine 


Famous for its Fishing Grounds— 
Rangeley, Moosehead, Belgrade, 
Grand, Megantic, Sebago, Winni- 
pesaukee, Champlain and Sunapee 
Lakes are all reached hy the 
BOSTON AND MAINE RAILROAD 
excellent train service. 


Booklet free on receipt of 2c. in stamps 


CG. M. BURT, General Passenger Agent, Boston 


Please say you saw it in Field and Stream 























FIELD AND STREAM ADVERTISING SECTION 











Chalfonte 


is a new Fireproof building of the best 


type, located 


ON THE BOARDWALK 


ATLANTIC CITY, N. J. 








BETWEEN THE PIERS 


THE LEEDS COMPANY 


Solicits your patronage and invites you to 
write for Illustrated Folder and Rates. 








CHALFONTE IS ALWAYS OPEN 














Please say you saw it in Field and Stream 














[ MOTORING& BOATING 






































Edited by MORT. 


With the first breath of 
comes the longing to get out. 
this true of the outdoor man, 
recreations have whetted 
for the water or the roads. 
“Wanderlust’—the = skimming 
through blue water, 
wheel of auto or boat—grows stronger 
days grow milder. 

A wonderful 


warm weather 
Especially is 
whose winter 
his appetite 
The spirit of the 


only 
over good 
hands on the 
as the 


roads or 


changer is the spring. From 


L. ANSPACHER 


these 1907 will 


the former edition 


three books for 
detailed routes than 


give more 


and 


will inelude many local trips to points of 
interest, runs for a day or for a week end. 
The number of auto enthusiasts has in- 


mucu to the gratification of the man- 
ufacturer, almost to the limit of the output 
of the existing factories. Many well-known 
makes are already sold out, and even with 
those who still have cars, the favored types 


creased, 





MORA 24 


H.P. 


RUNABOUT 


One of the leading makes of speedy high-power runabouts which are becoming very popular 


the mere telling of deeds done comes the call 
to do more, and every of the open gets 
ready for the spring fitting For the 
past few weeks the musical click of the ship- 
mallet and the “chug-put” of the 


lover 
out. 


wright’s 


motor in the hands of the mechanician, have 
been sweet music to us. Every sound gives 
promise of glorious days and nights at our 


favorite sport. 
The motorist is looking up new roads and 
planning new trips. The yachtsman is scrap- 
ing and painting. The harvest of the supply 
man is here, and ali seems well. 
Apropos of the automobilist’s 


road maps, 


the new A. A. A. book is now on the press. 
It will be published in three sections, 


and 





are gone. The automobile indus- 
into a sturdy child. It has 
infancy safely, and while each 
month will show new inventions, the prob- 
ability is that they will be mainly in the 
line of niceties and luxuries. As a safe, 
convenient and speedy means of locomotion. 
the automobile has “arrived.” 

This year’s models show sensible de- 
The smartest is the high powered 
racy type of runabout, deservedly popular, 
giving a speedy two-passenger car, with all 
the comfort and ease of a touring car. Of 
this type of car, the Mora type is an excel 
lent example. The long racy lines give a 
promise of speed which the car’s perform- 


nearly all 
try has grown 
passed its 


good, 


signs. 


















FIELD AND STREAM ADVERTISING SECTION 
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1. That you can run yourself, 
2. Ata low maintenance cost, 
That is simple in construction, 
With enough power to carry you uphill, 
And safe brakes to bring you down, 
That is built on honor, 
. By people who know how, 
. That is fast enough for racing, 
. And slow enough for pleasure, 


Then you need a Model «*H’’ 


KNOX WATERLESS 


PRICE $2,500 


It has 25-30 road horsepower; 102 in. wheelbase, 3 2x4 in. tires; weighs 2250 pounds; 
positive automatic oiling system ; 3 speed selective transmission; deadstop brakes ; com- 
pensating carbureter; speed from 3 to 40 miles an hour. Our 1907 diagrammatic book- 
let describes it fully, and is yours for a postal. 


KNOX AUTOMOBILE COMPANY, 


Member of Association of Licensed Automobile Manufacturers 


SPRINGFIELD, MASS. 





Please say you saw it in Field and Stream 











MOTORING AND BOATING 


anees easily fulfill. It is indeed an ideal car 
for general use. Its 24-H. P. motor is skil 
fully designed and by the employment of a 
pan support—a metal pan to which the mo- 
tor and gears are attached as a solid unit— 
there is little lost motion through any parts 
getting out of alignment. This car will make 
better than forty-five miles an hour and the 
control gives the driver complete mastery 
over his vehicle at all times. 

An interesting catalogue is issued by the 
Mora Motor Car Company, Rochester, N.Y. 


























seen by the sketch, are liberal for a boat of 
her size, and allow over six feet headroom 


This is a regular model of the Western 
Launch Co., on which they quote the e» 
tremely low price of $4,800, finished through 
out in oak. 

The Monarch is a boat that can be handled 
by one man easily, as all the levers and the 
steering mechanism as well are convenient|\ 
located on the port side of the cockpit. 

A complete catalogue giving the stock sizes 
made by this company, which run from six 


worn Lomaurich 


SOF: wren 











BRA? Jenne 











PLANS OF THE “‘MONARCH,’’ ONE OF THE ENTRANTS IN THE COMING MARBLEHEAD RACI 


MOTOR BOAT AND YACHTING 

The motor boat and yachting circles have 
their attention focused on the coming races 
to Marblehead and Bermuda’ 

These races are real trials of seamanship. 
It is an altogether different proposition from 
cruising in enclosed waters. where the sailor 
knows that shore and assistance are within 
easy reach, and where the tides and winds 
are a known quantity: to the great outside 
where the safety of the beat centers upon the 
navigator bringing into play all his knowl 
edge of seamanship. 

The builders of craft and engines are rush 
ing work upon their respective parts, and 
from reports both races promise exciting 
sport and a deal of experience to the crews 

The above illustration is one of the 
Marblehead candidates, built by the Western 
Launch Works. of New York, for George G. 
Scott. 

She is a good, sensible boat, with wholesome 
lines, and should give a good account of her- 
self in the race. Her accommodations, as 





teen to sixty-five feet in length, will be for 
warded by them on request. 


A LARGE CONTRACT. 

A transaction of unusual importance in 
the motor boat world was Iitely consummated 
by the Ferro Machine and Foundry Co. of 
Cleveland, O., in the sale of 500 Ferro auto 
marine engines to the W. H. Mullins Co. of 
Salem, O., approximate cost being $65,000 
This is the largest contract for small marin 
gasoline engines ever made in America. 

Practically every type of marine engine on 
the market was considered, and competitive 
tests were made »t Selem in various boats. 
Subsequent events bear out the wisdom of the 
decision, for at the Chieaso show the leading 
experts end engine buil'ers united in pro 
nouncing it the best constructed marine en 
gine they had seen. 

This is a powerful tribute, as well as the 
most practical compliment that can be paid 
to the merit of the Ferro auto-marine en 
gine, when a concern of such reliable business 








FIELD AND STREAM ADVERTISING SECTION 


Get Ready Now Build It Yourself 


FOR THAT 
See First and Pay Afterwards 


Camping Trip On the Easy Payment Plan 


Our new 1907 catalogue 






v v brings to your home for . >; o Dw 
, selection the entire line of a F set Pioneer F 4 fe -: 
© Tents and Canvas Special- frames now IMIGH 
= ties of the largest manu- ri your boat in season 
facturerseof canvas goods 4 Pa and pay as you build 
inthe country. Everything you could want is listed and it is \¢ That's the fair way 
the most elaborate and complete catalogue ever issued. ' —the square way 
It protects you absolutely against frauds which now exist so the Pione opty 
extensively In canvas goods. ae > soneer way 


If you will study this catalogue you will never again buy a 
“market grade” tent (made only to sell) or othercanvas goods 
from the small stock of a small dealer. 


This catalogue will convince you at once of the greatadvant- that they s v the 
ageof buying—not from the retailer or even the wholesaler, but **hard part finished 
from the largest manufacturer with unequaled equip- complet nd off your 
ment, whose stamp on any article means merit and perfection. sompiete and of you 

THIS CATALOGUE WILL SAVE YOU MONEY ON mind, that they save you 
ANY CANVAS ARTICLE. You will be surprised when two-thirds the boat- 
you see our rock-bottom quotations. bu:lders’ prices and nine- 

Our catalocue, besides being an authority on buying, con- tenths of freight charges 
tains the most valuable collection of CAMP SECRETS ever pub- u don’t know it 1]- 
lished Inany catalogue. Highly interesting chapters on every- but you > ae ence 
thing pertaining to camp life, hunting, fishing, trapping, etc. though you are entitled to 


so—We meet you more than half way—we ask you to 


An estimable 
| his Catalo ue mak = % pay only part down—that is your guarantee that Pioneer 
mine of Perfect Frames are all we claim and that you will be 
: infor- successful with them 

















mation 
A Camp Guide PIONEER PERFECT FRAMES 
include perfect parts, fitted, tested, «et up complete by ir heatonildere 
e then knocked down for shipment— you have merely to reassemble them 
1S only common tools needed. Patterns and instructions for finishing abs 
lutely free with frames Or, if you want to build your boat complete, get 
a set of 


Justdrop postal for our new tent 
catalogue—it will only take a 
few seconds. When your re- 


Pioneer Guaranteed Patterns—Try them 30 Days 
If they are not oll we claim 








fol and thor hly pra 


quest comes to us—we send tical. just return ‘ther n and x your t t quest St 
the book to you postpaid now—build ! pare 
—or the same day. W: ite today f rs x 12 book 
Stop reading now and write. boatbuildi i s f 40 styles of boat 
you cin build, en rs, et F al informat Your 
H.Channon Company. yarter back if you're not more than satisfied 


82 Market St., Dept. 1045 Chicago. 


Pioneer Boat 4 Pattern Co., Wharf 107, Bay City, Mich. 














Unusual Automobile Bargains SKIDOO! 


About this time Automobile manufacturers clean MARI N E E N G : N E 


up on their 1906 Models preparatory to showing the 

new 1907 cars. We are thus able to show a number of The 2-Cycle-Engine-Sensation of the Year. Entirely new and 
perfect, new 1906 cars of many makes at decidedly improved design introducing many exclusive features. Runs 
reduce 1 prices. These cars, to save the manufac- on Gasoline, Distillate, Kerosene or Alcohol. 


turer's name, are carded as ‘‘second-hand,” but 
many of them have never been out of the shop ACTUAL Bare $ 
We handle nearly every style of car, either foreign H. P. Engine 
COMPLETE ENGINE with Fresh 
Water Boat Fittings, $39.90 


or domestic, new and second-hand. No matter what 
- Swiftest, most powerful, efficient and reliable 








you want, we have it at a decided saving from what 
you would pay elsewhere. 
Write to-day for Bargain Sheet No. 102 


THE TIMES SQUARE AUTOMOBILE CO. Be esor 180 Sof, Launch, with ined. ® te 18 
Largest Dealers and Brokersin New iniles per hour. Reversible, easy to install and op- 





and Second-Hand Cars in the World F Catalog erate, unfailing endurance powers, economical and 
Main entrance 1599-1601 Broadway connecting with FREE. safe, cannot back-fire. Sold under 6-yr. Guarantee. 
T 


asgety W. om St. SEW SSR Ce Belle Isle Motor Co., dept !2 DETROIT, MICH. 


Mullins | 
Pressed SteelBoats 


Are the Fastest and Safest Boats Built 


They are built of smooth, pressed steel plates, with air chambers in each end 
like a lifeboat. The smooth, steel hull has handsome lines, and glides through 
the water with the least possible resistance—they are faster, more durable and 
safer—they don’t crack, leak, dry out,or sink,and are elegant in design and finish. 

The Mullins Steel Motor Boats have revolutionized motor boat building, and 
are superior in every way to wooden motor boats. They are equipped with 
Mullins Reversible Engines, so simple in construction, and so dependable that 

Write for catalogue of a aed = ~~ them, and the — Lea | bet ee Bp — which 
makes them abso bat) ss. Ever at is absolute uaran 
motor Boats—Row Boats ae Sn ’ ve 


-Hunting and Fishing Boats. THE W.H. MULLINS CO., 127 Franklin St.. SALEM, OHIO. 















































Please say you saw it in Field and Stream 





standing and world-wide reputation practic- 
ally confines all demands to the one make of 
engine. It means that a wide road of inves- 
tigation has been traveled before a definite 
selection was made. It is also a tribute to 
the business acumen of the Mullins Co. in 


the equipment of their power boats—they will 
have “an engine with a factory behind it,” 
thus assuring their patrons reliability with 
satisfactory service. 




















~ MOTORING AND BOATING 


is a standard 6-cylinder 90-H. P., capable 
of developing from eighteen to twenty miles 
an hour, and is started by compressed air. 
It is placed in the extreme bow, under a 
hinged hood. The operator’s seat is imme- 
diately aft of the motor compartment, with 
all controls at hand. Next comes an open 
cockpit, protected against wind and spray by 
a glass shield. The cockpit has one sta- 
tionary settee and room for about eight or 





DECK PLAN OF THE 


It is an evidence of the widespread poptu- 
larity of the power boat and points to an era 
of unprecedented business demand to both 
boat and engine builders. 

The motor boat shows in New York and 
Boston were well attended, showing that the 
general public is becoming more and more 
interested in water sports. 

The exhibits, from a professional stand 
point, were excellent. Types of motor, aux 
iliary and sailing craft to fit almost every 
purse and taste were shown, and it would 
have been hard to find a man anxious to 





“ELC@ pE-LUXE” 


ten wicker chairs. The glass windowed cabin 
contains every requisite for the entertainment 
of guests. A large table occupies the center, 
surrounded on all sides by cushioned settee 
and chairs, the cabin equipment including 
buffet, ice-box, sink, cupboards, and wine and 
china lockers. 

The boat exhibited at the New York show 
was purchased by a Canadian, who will use 
her as a ferry between his country home and 
business. She was built by the Electric 
Launch Co., of Bayonne, N. J., who are 
makers of the celebrated line of Eleo boats. 


“ELCO-DE-LUXE 


Exhibited at the New York Motor Boat Show and bought by a Canadian for use 
etween his country home and place of business 


purchase, who could not find a satisfactory 
craft, both as to price and build. Some ex 
tremely luxurious crafts were exhibited, 
prominent among which was the 40-foot 
Eleo-de-Luxe, photo of which is here 
shown. Without a doubt she is’ the 
handsomest craft ever exhibited. In- 
tended only for a day cruiser, her ae- 
commodations could easily be made to 
serve for a week end cruise, The motor 


MAXWELL DENATURED ALCOHOL FUEL TEST. 

An ideal winter’s day saw the start of 
three Maxwell cars on the comparative fuel 
test run to Boston. At Columbus Circle, New 
York, a large crowd of press representatives 
and auto enthusiasts had gathered to wish 
the party good fortune as the cars lined up 
for the start. Promptly at 9:15 A.M., the 
aleohol car, which was used as pilot through- 
put the run, took the lead, with H, A, Grant, 
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Complete Assortment of 


Every necessity for yachts, launches and motor boats. 
No matter what your wants are you can satisfy them 
here and the selection can be easily made, as our 
large stock of standard goods make a choice easy. Also 
every luxury and artistic device that the most exacting 
owner can wish for. 

FREE We have just published the most complete 

book of “ fittings ’’ ever issued. This interesting 
and valuable book (ii.ustrated) will be sent free. It 
should always be on Land for reference. 

Our perfect mil order system and prompt delivery, as well as the 
established une ality of our yoods, will te Satisfy y 


John C. Hopkins & Company, 119 Chambers St., New York 





The strain 
Resistin 
Qualities of 





insure 





in hard usage 


in the rough- 
| est kind f 
vater 














= Detroit 


Enaine 





3-5-7-10 H. P 


tionate prices 


your Row Roat 
Sail Boat, Launch 
10,000 in use 
Send for 
testimonials 
DETROIT ENGINE WORKS 
1345 Jefferson Ave., Detroit, Mich. 







Catalog. 





























| 
ificing grace of outline 
ond tighenees. .= 
“ 4 © at 99 ‘ j 
The “Indian Gir S 
‘ ~ } 
is st lard \ I choose for service > | 
| or pl e. 10St easily handled : 
at yet equal t iv kind of SS 
| canoeing lergency. 7 
| Selected Northern Cedar coveret 1 with 
especially prepared canvas. Scrupulous care 
| in every detail. All this takes time, so get your order 


in early. 
Lengths 15, 16, 17 and 18 ft. Weight 56 to 80 Ibs. 
Price $33 to $45 F. 0. B. Canton, N. x 


| We send free our illustrated catalogue showing 
Saddles, oars, sails and fittings. 


Everything marked “‘ Rushton ” is guaranteed to be 
the best of its kind. 


J. H. RUSHTON, Inc., 810 Water Street, Canton, New Yerk 


1 pleasure craft, sailing, paddling and cruising canoes, 





















FOL Uighest Award 
at St. Louis 
hi 

Adopted by governments of U. S., Canada and Englan 
supplied every U.S. Alaskan Boundary Survey in last 

mioeds of testimonials foonn Gov. 

lers, Army Officers, Prospectors, Explorers 

— ~~ a. models to select 


ACME FOLDING “BOT “t. - MIAMISBURG, OHIO. 











Best grade ef Cedar Cances fer $20, We sell direct, saving 

0 en a cance. All canoes cedar and copper fastened, 

We make all sizes and styles, also power canoes. Write for 

free cata logue giving prices with retailers’ profits cut out. 

we od T he largest manufacturers of canoes in the world. 
T BOAT CO., 102 Bellevue Ave, DETROIT, MI 
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THE WOLVERINE AUTO-BOAT 






21 ft. long. a 1908 boat, built with improved sponson air chambers, making it non-capsizable and non-sinkable ; 


making%a narrow beam possible with absolute safety. Can be built withou t'sponsons for racing. Verv speedy. no’se ams 
to open and leak.™ Price with 2-cylirder Engine. $265, with 4-cylinder, $445.2 Prompt shipment Write for catalog 
WOLVERINE CANOE COMPANY =. 6 


7_E. Congress Street, DETROIT, MICy, 


























WE MAKE BOATS that are 
Best for HUNTERS, BEST for FISHERMEN, STEADY to 
SHOOT or CAST from. SAFE for WIFE or CHILDREN, 
WILL not PUNCTURE, cannot sink. Will outlast Steel cor 
Wood, and carry more load. Made of best canvas, tempered 
oy frame, with flat bottom. Folds compo for  Gareying 
hand. Checks as baggage. - 
t ED. SAFE, DURABLE and SATISFACTORY. 
Ask your dealer for it or write us for catalog K. 


Life Saving Folding Canvas Boat Co., OER, Mich. 











is Did MONS ceait 


ro { DIAMOND OR WATCH, or present one as a gift to some loved one. We send on approval whatever 

Son estan aes ene bommnite) ES lf pleased, pay one-fifth codelivery, balance in 8 ae ee. bs eae ctu i beon be 
°o oO rr Le) 

TIS Esta | Old Reliable Original Diamond and Watch Credit Neuse | Ae Se oe ee ee 

858 f Write to-da 





Dept. °'&-109 92 to 98 State 


St. Ch ica ©, Wl. | to 20% annually. Catalog free. 











MOTORING AND BOATING 


of Tarrytown, N. Y., at the wheel, carrying 
S. Y. Beach of the Scientific American and 
John P. Slack of New York. Close behind 
followed the gasoline car, driven by Thomas 
Toner, carrying H. S. Sawyer of the A. A. A. 
and N. 8. Dorley of New York, and that using 
kerosene, in charge of Charles Fleming, which 
carried W. F. Shultz of the A. A, A. and E. G. 
Willyoung of New York. 

Stamford was to be the first stop, and the 
three swung into the old 
Post road, en route for that city. No more 
delightful conditions could be imagined for 


ears soon Soston 


a winter day’s run than those encountered 
from New York to New Haven. The slight 
snowfall of a few days before had been packed 
down sufficiently to fill the ruts in the 
frozen roads and the cold, brisk air gave 
the invigoration of a winter day in the moun- 





occurred. On rounding a turn the gasoline 
car skidded, not very much, but enough to 


sause one of the rear wheels to graze a _ l!]:p- 
idated sleigh driven by two Italian fruit 


venders. Both jumped out of the vehicle and 
refused to let the automobile pass without re- 
ceiving a dollar each as damages. On inspec 
tion the collision have 
slight as to have done no damage. 


proved to been so 
One o: 
the Italians, however, proved equal to the sit 
uation by finding an old break on the reat 
bob, which had been patched with a bit of 
harness. When settlement refused, in 
spite of his ingenious discovery, the Italian 


Was 


attempted to enforce his claims by standing 
in front of the car and refusing to let it pass. 
The car was started, however, and the Italian 
decided that discretion was the better part of 





THE THREE 


tains rather than the penetrating cold usual 
to the lowlands of New York. Grades were 


few and the roads uniformly good. With 
short stops at Stamford and Norfolk, the 


three cars pushed on to Bridgeport in excel- 


lent running time. At the latter city an 
hour was taken for filling the tanks and 


for lunch. Under much the same conditions 
the party drove on to New Haven, reaching 
there early in the afternoon. 

Soon the difficulties which marked the lat- 
ter part of the run began to be in evidence. 
The cold grew more intense and deeper and 
deeper snow was encountered. The extraor- 
dinary conditions under which the run would 
have to be completed became more and more 
apparent with each mile passed on the road 
to Hartford. 

The last run of the day, that from Meriden 
to Hartford, was the hardest. Roads were 
in an indescribable condition and it was a 
cold and weary party of automobilists that 
reached Hartford in the evening. 

Bright and early the next day the ears left 
for Springfield under conditions similar to 


those described above. When nearing Spring- 


field an incident of a rather amusing nature | 


MAXWELL CARS EN 
OUT DENATURED 


valor, very suddenly waiving his claim for 
ROUTE FOR BOSTON TO TRY 
ALCOHOL AS A FUEL 
settlement at some future time under more 
favorable auspices. 
Worcester was reached in the late after 


noon, where the party was entertained most 
delightfully by the Worcester Automobile 
Club. From Worcester to Boston the trip 
proved to be an easy one, since the temper 
ature was higher and roads were much better 
While still a dozen miles from 
met by 


packed down. 
the destination, the three cars 
Lucius Tyler of the Maxwell--Briscoe Motor 
talph Coburn, who was one 


were 


Company and 
of the drivers in the three thousand mile non- 
stop event held between Worcester and Bos 
ton last fall. The two in a 1906 Maxwell 
touring car led the way to the headquarters 
of the Bay State A. A., where the finish was 
made and the party found a luncheon in read 
iness for them as guests of the association. 

The actual running time from New York 
to Boston, namely, 16 hours and 20 minutes 
gives an average speed of 15 41-100 miles per 
hour, a creditable showing, considering the 
condition of the roads. 

No adjustments were made during the en- 
tire trip. and all carbureters the 
standard “Maxwell” type, no pre-heating de- 


were of 








MUDELM 
$950 
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ne 
Strelinger 
MARINE ENGINES 


a | Lead in every 
|}point of EX- 
CELLENCY. 


| Unexcelled in 
|DU RABIL- 
\ITY. 
| Challenge com- 
parison with 
| any other make 
}in MATERIAL 
and WORK- 
| MANSHIP. 


Sars ‘ 
Mechanical or 
lump Spark 
equipment, 

Our 1907 prices will interest you. 


Write jor new Catalogue and Price List. 


The STRELINGER MARINE ENGINE CO. 
i 44 Fort Street, East DETROIT, MICH. 
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to perform tasks greater than you could 

reasonably expect of it— 
These are the virtues that make 

the ro-horse power 


Single Cylinder 


CAD 


special advantages which your nearest dealer will 


show you. Arrange for a demonstration. 
Mode! M—10 h. p. 4-passenger Car (Straight Line or Victoria Body); we 
(Catalog M 











The “Strong and Steady— 
Always Ready” Kind 


Strong—but neat, at every point and joint— 

Powerful enough to go wherever a wheel will turn— 

So Steady in service that it knows no hitch nor balk, 
whatever the road or load— 







Ready, without tinkering and without trouble, 


LAC 


the most popular 
and most thoroughly 
dependable motor car ever made. 
There are several types—all of which have 








Model M Coupe—10 h. p.; $1,350 (Catalog M U 
Model K—10 h. p. Runabout; $800 (Catalog M U 
Model G 20h. p. 4-Cyl. Touring Car ; $2,000 (Catalog G U 
Model H 30h. p. 4-Cyl. Touring Car ; $2,500 (Catalog H U 


F. 0. B. Detroit; lamps not included. 


Send for Special Catalog of car in which you are interested. 


CADILLAC MOTOR CAR CO., Detroit, Mich. 


Member 
alam 


eT 


Rowboat#20% 


ee ia 20 Gterent Designs 
mn ship immediately in any quanti 
Need No Boat House. Never to Ren. 
Creck, Crack or Rot. Every buat has water 
tight compartment, so cannot sink. Write for 
FREE Illustrated Catalogue and Special Prices 


MICHGIAN STEEL BOAT CO., 1345 Jefferson Ave.. Detroit, Mich. 















HIAWATHA CANOES 








TRONG, FINE MODELS ELEGANT, DURABLE FINISH 
1 **They are all that a good canoe shouldbe.” THE CHEAPEST GOOD 
CANOE EVER BUILT. Write at once for our catalog and prices 





{ WOLVERINE CANOE CO., 65 E.Concress St., Detroit,Mich. 





2HP 


Let us send you tes- 
timonia!s from people who 
= are using them. 16-18-21 25 and 30 

footers at proportionate prices. Boats and engines guar- 
anteed one year. Shipment made the day we receive order 
Motor the simplest made, starts without cranking. anyone 
can operate them. We are the largest builders of p'eas- 
ure boats in the world and sell direct to user, Free Catalog 
DETROIT BOAT OO. 1345 Jefferson Ave., DETROIT. MICH. 
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MOTORING A 


vices being used in either the fuel or air, 
other than that regularly employed, the ob- 
ject of the test being to show that one car 
bureter can handle successfully fuels differ- 
ing in density, and as such the results are 
the more valuable. 

The test has, however, shown that alcohol 
is a good power-producing fuel. The engine 
operating on alcohol pulled more strongly on 
hills than those operating on either kerosene 
or gasoline. In fact, it was almost impossible 
to stall the motor, the reason being that while 
the initial pressure with alcohol is less than 
with gasoline the mean effective pressure is 
greater. 

Another advantage that can be credited to 
aleohol ‘is that it was impossible to produce 
that metallic knock or pound caused by a too 
advanced spark. In this respect it was far 
superior to both kero 
sene and gasoline. It 
is, however, probable 
that when the com- 
pression is raised 
sufficiently high for 
economical operation 
the engine will knock 
somewhat if the spark 
is too advanced. These 
advantages, added to 
its cleanliness and 
lack of explosive qual- 
ities, should make it 
a popular fuel for au 
tomobiles, and there 
is little doubt that in 
the course of the next 
few years it will be rliE MUD-LARKING 
very largely adopted FINISH OF 
as a fuel for internal 
combustion motors. 

MUD LARKING IN A MATHESON 

A remarkable performance by an amateur 
driver in a stock car during the first part of 
March attracted considerable attention at the 
time, and as it should prove of interest to 
other amateurs, we deem it worthy of notice. 

Starting from New York at half past five 
in the morning the party embarked on the 
first stage of the journey, that is, the sixty 
two miles to Bridgeport. This part of the 
road, it had been ascertained in advance, was 
in the best condition of any, and the distance 
was covered by 8.15, without incident, except 
a terrific skid at Stamford in which a tele- 
graph pole nearly came to grief. New Haven, 
twenty-one miles beyond, was reached in six- 
ty-five minutes, and it was in this stretch 
that they got their first taste of the mud and 
snow which later proved such a deterrent to 


good time. The rain of the preceding two 
days having softened the snow banks, it was 
necessary to plow through mud and drifts in- 
stead of driving over hard snow. 

Meriden, another twenty miles, was made | 








ND BOATING 


| in fifty-five minutes and an hour later saw 
the party in Hartford. Here twenty-five 
precious minutes were lost inquiring which 
road was in the best condition. A native 
finally advised them to take the east bank 
of the Connecticut River and, swinging over 
the long bridge, they turned north and into 
the finest assortment of mud they had ever 
seen. Mud, mud, MUD—soft. vielding, gluey 
mud—mud that offered no hold whatever, but 





was splashed all over the car by the anti- 
| skid chains. Two hours and twenty minutes 
| were taken to cover the twenty-seven miles 
to Springfield, which was finally reached with 
the car looking like a moving mud-bank. Here 


twenty-five minutes more were spent in filling 
| the fuel tanks in both machine and men, and 
| at 2.10 they pulled out of Springfield, having 
| received a warning that the roads ahead were 
in frightful condition. 
The first fifteen miles 
to Palmer were passed, 
however, with very 
little trouble; but 
from Palmer to War- 
ren the roads were al- 
ternately snow banks 
and mudholes, with 
an occasional stretch 
of glare ice to vary 
the monotony. This 
stretch was finally 
passed, however, and 
Worcester came in 
sight at 5.20. 

The forty - eight 
miles from Worcester 
to Boston, the final 
stage of the trip, 
were expected to be 


MATHESON AT THE 
rHE RUN 


in pretty good shape, but again the hopes 
of the party did not materialize; for the 
first twenty miles, to Marlboro, were pos 
itively the worst encountered on the trip. 
It was the darkness before the dawn, as it 
proved, for upon leaving Marlboro the roads 
steadily improved as Boston drew near, and 
it was indeed a happy moment when the 
lights of the Capitol came into view. Tht 
city limits were passed at 7.50, and at 8.15 
the car drew up in front of Horticuitural 
Hall, where the Boston automobile show was 
then in progress. 

The run was not made with any expecta 
tion or intention of breaking records, but it 
proved to be the fastest that was made during 
the show, by a wide margin, and the car 
remained in first-class condition throughout. 
There were absolutely no breakdowns, and no 
expense was incurred, save for gasoline, of 
which 25 1-4 gallons were used, and oil, of 
which only 2 gallons were consumed, for 
the two hundred and fifty-one miles which 
was done in fourteen hours and _ five 
minutes. 















































By the Brooks System 
of full size patterns and 
illustrated instructions. 
Patterns of all Rowboats and 
Canoes, $1.50 to $2. Launches and 
Sailboats, 20 feet and under, $4 to 5. 
From 21 to 30 feet inclusive, $5 to $10. 
We sell frames with patterns to finish for 
less than it costs others to manufacture. 


$15, Price of 16 ft. launch frame (No. 5) com- 
plete with patterns and instructions to finish. 
$20, Price of 22 ft. speed launch frame (No. 
15) complete with 

patterns and in- Tiny tan Pio 
structions to finish. Sc ee 1H 

21,311 inexperi- i a ‘ 

enced people built = 
boats last year. Why not you ? 
FREE ILLUSTRATED CATALOG quotes 

prices on other patterns, knock-down 

frames with patterns to finish, and com- 
plete knock-down boats—launches 
—sailboats—rowboats and canoes 


Satisfaction guarant 
or money refunded. 


BROOKS BOAT MFG. CO. 


Originators of the Pattern System of Boat Building 


805 Ship Street, Saginaw, Mich, U.S.A. 
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WHEN YOU BUY A CANOE 
See That It Bears This Name Plate 

“It guarantees to you correctness of models and quality."” 
All “Old Town Canoe’’ materials are carefully selected 
and applied by skilled workmen. 

Models for every use. Prices, packed, $28 up. 

Write us now for free illustrated catalogue of canvas covered 
canoes,row-boats,and yacht tenders. Agencies all large cities 


OLD TOWN CANOE CO, 7! Middle St., Oid Tewn, MAINE 


















For Paddling or Polwer 


There’s no other summer sport like canoeing, 
and no canoes like the PENOBSCOT. They are 
strong, light, durable, capacious, speedy, safe 
and easily propelled. Canvas covered cedar 
canoes, of beauti{ul finish, built by experts, 
from carefully selected materials. Send for 
free 1907 catalog of canoes, row boats and auto 
canoes before you buy Write for itnob. 

CARLETON CANOE CO., 27 Brunswick 8t., Old Town, Me, 
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THOUSANDS have discarded the idea of mak- 
ing their own cocktails—all will, after giving 
the CLUB COCKTAILS a fair trial. Scien- 
tifically blended from the choicest old liquors 
and mellowed with age make them the perfect 
cocktails that they are. Seven kinds, most pop- 
ular of which are Martini (Gin base), Manhattan 
(Whiskey base). 
The fe Howing label appears 


Guaranteed under the National Pure Food and Drugs 


on every bottle: 


Act. Approved June 30th, 1906. Serial No. 1707. 
G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props. 
Hartford New York London 





26 Gramercy Park (20th St., near 4th Ave.’ 


A new and elegantly appointed fire- 


groof hotel—American plan. The hotel mt 
faces the only private park in New WW 
York, a playground for the children “aN 
away from every danger, =: 3: & r) 
Vy Rates, $35 to $45 per week for Parlor, tT) 
Wy Bedroom and Bath for two persons, Cy 
is including meals and all attendance. :: V4 


Write for Booklet 
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RACINE RUNABOUTS 


Are Built Right, Run Right, Priced Right 


RACINE RUNABOUTS are the most cosmopolitan water craft built. They are fitted to the swift, shallow 
streams of the hill country; to the sand-bottom rivers of the Southwest, to the waterways of the Maine moose 
country, to the great ‘inland fresh water seas of America and to any Bay and Gulf and Ocean that borders the 
Western Hemisphere. 

RACINE RUNABOUTS are truly attractive. To the motor enthusiasts they represent a phase of aquatic 
pastime that teems with pleasure and exhilaration. They are the automobile of the yachtsmen, representing to the 
water motorist what a runabout does to the automobilist. 

RACINE RUNABOUTS are as roomy as the regular family launch, for which purpose they are splendidly 
fitted. Besides having spacious seats on either side of the interior of the boat, there is a l¢ urge, roomy seai af 

capable of comfortably seating three people and which can be finely upholstered and made as cozy as your 1 arce 
library chair at home. 

RACINE RUNABOUTS are built in three popular sizes, 19, 22, and 26 feet in length. The 19-foot will com- 
fortably accommodate 10 people, the 22-foot 14 people, the 26- footer 18 people. So you see, it matters not 
whether you have a family of three or eighteen, a RACINE RUNABOUT can carry them all. Buy one and make 
the whole family happy. 

RACINE RUNABOUTS were ushered into existence under the protecting wings of the mysterious stork that 
brought 1907, and we are sure that when the sand glass is again turned to mark the dawn of 1908, we will feel 
prouder and happier because of the fact that we have given tne boat buyers of America just the craft their cravings 
called for, just the craft that has been motor-boat-Utopianism to them for years. 

WE BUILD EVERY KIND OF WATER CRAFT IMAGINABLE, It matters not where you are, we can 
reach you. Write for our finely illustrated, artistically embellished 190g catalogue, enclosing five cents for 


return postage. 


RACINE BOAT MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
Shops and Shipyards, Box 23, Muskegon, Michigan 
OFFICES AND SHOWROOMS 


122 W. 34th St., New York 182 Jefferson Ave., Detroit. 
182 Milk St., Boston 1610 Michigan Ave., Chicago. 
38 Delaware Ave., Camden. N_ J. 321 First Ave., S. Seattle. 
DISTRIBUTING AGENCIES 
Winnipeg, Buffalo Rochester, , _ Los Angeles, Portland, 
New Orleans : Spokane, , ’ Minneapolis, Sault Ste Marie, 
Jacksonville, femphis Nashville St. Louis Mexico City 
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F course Chiclets are pope! 
dainty candy covering and the six drops of 
“ it, are the very good reasons why you will 
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The delicious chewing gum in its 
ungent peppermint which flavor 
benefited no less than you will 


be pleased if you buy a 5c or 10c packet of CHICLETS today. Should your druggist 


or confectioner not sell Chiclets now, send us a dime for a sample and a booklet. 


CHICLET PALMISTRY. Look at your hand! 


If you have a cross on the Mount of Jupiter 


(the cushion at the base of the first finger) you will have a happy marriage. 

If your Life Line (the line forming a semi-circle around the thumb) starts on the Mount of Jupiter it 
denotes you have grcat ambition which will be fully rewarded. 
alm along the base of the Mounts below the fingers) 


When the Heart Line (the line running across the 
is well-defined with a triangle near the end of the Life 


ne, it shows brain power, kindness of heart and tact. 


You can read any hand with the CHICLET PALMISTRY 
CHART sent free with every ten-cent packet 


FRANK H. FLEER & CO., INC. 


mee ee OE 


GRAY MOTOR 


2% to 40 Horse Power 
The High Grade Engine at a Low Price 


6.1. Complete Outfit 72 


H. P. Engine completely equipped 
shaft, wheel, stuffing box, batter- 
ies, ¢ oil, switch, muffler, wire— 
everything but tank and piping 


Built in the most modern 
and up-to-date plant in 
in the world devoted ex- 
clusively to the build- 
ing of 2-cycle Marine 

Engines and guaran- 

teed by a responsi- 
. ae ~ b'e firm. 


Write for prices and descript’on 
of our 245 h. p, Motor, the lowest 
priced Boat Motor ever so'd— 
power considered. Catalog 
show ing all our Engines 
sent free. 


Gray Motor Co. 
29 Leib Street. 


DETROIT, 
MICH 












524 No. 14th St., Philadelphia, U.S.A. 


























Wild Rice Seed 


\ Uf, Fresh 1906 Crop 


Now is the time to plant it | 





ANY QUANTITY 
15 CENTS 
PER POUND 





Wild Rice for Eating Purposes, 


specially prepared, per Ib... 


20c 





| 
| 


The place to be outfitted if + 
Minnesota to hunt. 

The oldest Exclusive Gun and Sporting 
Goods House in the Northwest. 


yu come to 


Established 1855—-Over 50 Years Ago 


The WM. R. BURKHARD CO. 


St. Paul, Minnesota 
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An Ideal Sea Trip 


offered by the 


RED CROSS LINE 





Halifax, Nova Scotia, and St. John’s, Newfoundland 


CHARMING daylight sail through LONG ISLAND, 
VINEYARD and NANTUCKET SOUNDS. Fine view 
of picturesque NOVA SCOTIA and of the bold, rugged 
NEWFOUNDLAND COAST. A two weeks’ cruise at 

one-quarter the cost of going to Europe, and a greater change 
of air and scene. Steamers sail weekly, making the trip from 
New York to St. John’s and return in thirteen days, and there 
can be no more delightful ocean voyage for those who want 
rest and sea air. The steamers remain in Halifax one day both 
going and returning and two days in St. John’s, thus giving 
passengers an opportunity to visit these beautiful and interest- 
ing cities and surrounding country. The cost is low and the 
accommodations and service the very best. (Stop -over 


Privileges Allowed.) 
Read ‘‘ Idle Days on Canso”’ in thts tssue, editorial pages 8 to 14 


For full information, dates of sailing and rates of fare apply to 


BOWRING @ CO., 18 State St., New York 
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YOU ARE SURE ITS PURE—THE GOVERNMENT GUARANTEES IT 


HAYNER WHISKEY 


| BOTTLED IN BOND 


In our own Registered Distillery, No. 2, Tenth District, Ohio, under the direct supervision of 
the U.S. Internal Revenue Department. 











HAYNER’S REGISTERED DISTHLERY NO. 2, TENTH DISTRICT, TROY, OHIO. 


Direct From Our Distillery to YOU. 


A FULL QUARTS 59.2 














The Stamp of the 
U. S. Government 


EXPRESS PREPAID 


You could not ask for a higher or more trustworthy endorsement than this 
stamp of the U. S. Government on each bottle—it means that from the first 
moment this whiskey is distilled, through all the years it is being aged, 
and until it is finally bottled, it is in the care of the U.S.Government and 
in charge of the U.S. Government Storekeeper—and is a positive 
assurance that the whiskey is fully aged, full proof, full measure and 
free from every particle of dilution and adulteration. 
By shipping direct from our distillery to you, we cut out all the 
dealers’ and middlemen’s profits and are able to offer you this 
absolutely pure and ‘‘bottled in bond’’ whiskey at the distiller’s price. 


Send us your order. Money back if you are not perfectly pleased. 


OUR OFFE We will ship you in a plain sealed cases with no marks to show 

contents, FOUR FULL QUART BOTTLES of HAYNER PRIVATE 
STOCK BOTTLED IN BOND WHISKEY for $5.20, and we will pay the express 
charges. Take it home and sample it, have your doctor test it, every bottle if 
you wish. Then, if you don’t find it perfectly satisfactory, ship it back to us AT 
OUR EXPENSE and your $3.20 will be promptly re funded. How could any offer be 
fairer? WRITE OUR NEAREST OFFICE and mention “ Division 5384.’ 


Orders for Ariz., Cal., Col., Idaho, Mont., Nev.. N. Mex., Ore., Utah, Wash. 


or Wyo. must be on the basis of 4 QU ARTS for $4.00 by EXPRESS PREPAID 
or 20 QUARTS for $15.20 by F REIGH T PREPAID 


THE HAYNER DISTILLING COMPANY, Division 5384 


DAYTON, 0. ST. LOUIS, MO. ST. PAUL, MINN. ATLANTA, GA. 
M-l, ESTABLISHED 1866. CAPITAL $500,000,00. PAID IN FULL, 
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FIELD AND STREAM ADVERTISING SECTION 








Have You These 3 Books: 


If not, read the following offers 


Address all orders to Book Department, FIELD AND STREAM PUBLISHING CO., 35 W. 21st St., New York 





A Complete Sports- 
man’s Encyclopedia 


By COL. FRANCIS H. BUZZACOTT 
Author of the articles on “Polar Exploration and Life in the 
Arctic Regions” wifich are now appeeting in ‘Field end Stream.” 











Ney ourrrrs * CLOTHING This book contains 544 pages, with 1000 illustrations; 
MEDICINE * FISHERMENS AND . . ° ry 
WM ANGLERS MANUAL" HUNTERS weighs 20 ounces. It is the only complete sportsman’s 
AND SPORTSMENS CUIDE * ° : 
Ke SHOTGUN SHOOTERS MANUAE. library in one volume. 
sags Et a PRESIDENT ROOSEVELT SAYS: 
TRAPPERS CUIDE “Its chapters on camping and big game hunting are ex- 
Sia boc Thasens une ceptionally good.” 
FSM LAWS-ETC "BLINDS EX-PRESIDENT CLEVELAND SAYS: 
“Your books are so very practical in their treatment of 
litle matters connected with the sport you and I so greatly love, 
APPROVED AND ADOPTED BY THE that they cannot fail to be useful to every sportsman.” 


AAMBRINAN AMO CANADIAN SPORTIMANS AMSOCLA TION 








Price $1.00 postpaid, or with a_ year’s subscription or 
renewal of subscription to “Field and Stream,” $2.00 























Camping and Woodcraft 


By HORACE KEPHART 


It is not necessary to tell old readers of “Field and Stream’ what a high authority Mr. 
Kephart is. To our newer friends we have only to say that this is the most complete guide book 
of wilderness equipment and wilderness living vet published, by a man who knows and loves the 
wild, and written with scholarly attention to smallest details. Verily this book is a classic. 

a The book fits the pocket—size 4144 by 7 inches. Illustrated. Price, postpaid, cloth, decorative, 
$1.60. Leather, flexible cover, $2.10 If ordered with a year’s subscription or renewal to ‘Field 
and Stream” add One Dollar to these prices. 








Camp Kits and Camp Life 


By CHARLES STEDMAN HANKS 


A practical hand book for the woods, founded on many hunting 
trips, with a varied assortment of guides and after many kinds of 
game and fish. The veteran sportsman as well as the neophyte 
will read the book with pleasure and profit. It is the condensed 
wisdom of a sensible. outdoor man, but it is entertaining reading 
as well as valuable information. 


HERE ARE SOME OF THE CONTENTS: 


The Man Behind the Gun. Some Lake Fish That Played 
Camps and Camp Fires and With Me. 
Camp Cooking. ome os and Ducks That 
; ew Away. 
What to Do if Lost in the come Partridges That Taught 
E Me a Thing or Two. 


Some Trout That Taught Me some of the Pleasures of Trap- 
Something About Angling. ping. 

Some Black Bass, Sir, That | Some Remedies for Sickness or 
Didn’t Get. Accidents in Camp. 


Price $1.60 postage paid, or with a year’s subscription or re- 
newal to ‘‘Field and Stream,’’ $2.50 
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-A PERFECT LUNCH 
A CUP OF ‘; co 4 
, DELICIOUS ‘-~ 





















YOUR GROCER OR DRUGGIST SELLS BOTH 
A PERFECT HEALTH FOOD 
A Satisfying Lunch Biscuit- 


CHOCOLATE Di DIPPED ; 


is the highest achievement in the science offood production 
THE NATURAL FOOD CO's SHREDDED WHEAT 


fascinge "Lofty lerF in theirWorld Famed 


* CHOCOLATE Making it doubly 
te STRENGTHENING » INVIGORATING 


THE BEST CHILDREN'S BISCUIT EVER PRODUCED => 

















FOR YroUR DEN 


‘THESE studies of Moose and nay (see last issue ) 
were made for FIELD AND STREAM by PavL Bran- 
som, the well-known animal artist. W hen framed the y 
make extremely decorative and pleasing pictures 
Done in color, 13 1-2 x 14 7s of picture surface. 
You can wet them both, free, by subscribing for one 
year to FIELD AND STREAM ($1.50 a year) or, for one 
dollar, we will send you the magazine for eight months 
and either one of the pictures. 


Price of the pictures alone, 25 cents each, postpaid 














Address the Art De partment, 


Field and Stream Publishing Co. 


35 West 21st Street, NEW YORK 











When You Go Camping 


On an outing or a vacation you will want the 
most nutritious and delicious drink you can 
possibly get—something that is a food as well 
as a drink, 


Send for a Sample of Oats-Cocoa 
You will be surprised at 
THE RICHNESS—THE CREAMINESS 
THE FINE COCOA FLAVOR 


** So Different from the cocoas you have 
used. 


We are now introducing into the United States the 
famous Swiss Oats-Cocoa, a cocoa so far superior to the 
ordinary that there is simply No Comparison. ‘T he first 
cup you taste will convince you that here is a cocoa with 
a delicacy, a richness, a “ creaminess”’ of flavor, an aroma 
unsurpassed—unequaled by the most expensive cocoasin 
America—A FOOD BEVERAGE ny 
taking much exercise in the open air will 
not only a delightful beverage but a nouris 
ening drink After the hunt throt igh the woods or a fish 
on the lake a hot cup of Oats-Cocoa is a rare treat 

To Prove this we want to send a sample to every cocoa 
drinker and every camper and sportsman who sees this 
announcement. Try it——taste it—use the sample—that's 
all we ash—we know you will surely order Oats-Cocoa 


after that. 
OATS-COCOA 
Switzerland’s Famous Product 


is made of the finest cocoa beans. prepared by a secret 
process known only to the manufacturers in Switzerland, 
and combined with the nutritive elements of oats. It is 
the most economical of all cocoas. 
The cocoa gives that superior 
flavor and the oats, besides 
adding body, supplements the 
cocoa and equalizes what- 
ever costive properties 
there may be in the 
cocoa. Thus, Oats- 
Cocoa is notonly by 
far the finest cccoa 
but is highly 
recommended also * 
as a health bever- 
age the most 
healthful of all 
beverages. Phy- 


sicians are recom- 
mending it, and it kK 
had hardly been 
introduced into 
this countrv when the Cook County Hospital (Chicago), 
took it up and is now using it daily for its hundreds of 
patients 

A steaming cup of Oats-Cocoa tastes ‘‘SO GOOD,’ 
The best drink for the sick and the weil. Try it-—and you 


will know why. 
SAMPLE FREE 


We want every reader of this maz agazine to try 
Oats-Cocoa, and if your dealer does not have it, just 
send us his name and address and we will send “& 
you a free sample of this delicious beverage Py 

o need to write us a letter just wd 
simply 35 


SIGN THIS COUPON NOWIE~ _ ; VPS 5 oO 


and we will send you by return a Ke *. ‘3 
mail afree sample of Oats- 
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EPICA 


THE OLDEST AND MOST SUCCESSFUL MAKERS 
OF PIANO-PLAYING DEVICES ANNOUNCE THE 


MELODANT 


A NEW AND EXCLUSIVE FEATURE OF THE 


ANGELUS 


In every composition there runs a vein of melody commonly called 
the “air,” frequently lying wholly in the tyeble, sometimes interwoven 
with the accompaniment or wholly covered by ornamentation. 

The function of the MELODANT is to automatically pick 
out and accent the melody notes, even when such note or 
notes appear in the midst of a full chord, giving to each 
its proper value as previously determined in an authentic 


interpretation. 
Ie This most desirable and long-sought-for effect is obtained’ in the 
»: ; MELODANT ANGELUS by the performer simply using the pedals 
d/h, in the ordinary manner. Thus with an ANGELUS equipped with 


the MELODANT the performer has at his command two methods 
of accentuation. 


* LY He can accent either, automatically by means of the 
MELODANT or, by his own manipulation of the Melody 
Buttons, which have been and which still are one of the 
ay most valuable features of the ANGELUS. 


| NO OTHER PIANO-PLAYER CAN OFFER SO MUCH 


The addition of the MELODANT does not impair the efficiency 
'y nor detract from the value of the simple yet complete expression 
/ i} devices also found upon the ANGELUS. These will still be the 
fet means for individual interpretation, which to many persons constitutes 

\ ih the chief and unrivaled charm of our instrument. The ANGELUS 
rd is absolutely the only piano-player with whose aid the best artistic 
results can be obtained. 

yf The ANGELUS in cabinet form, the KNABE-ANGELUS PIANO, 

1h the EMERSON-ANGELUS PIANO—all are equipped with the 

MELODANT. 


The introduction of the MELODANT is another step forward in the steady 
progress of the ANGELUS, which has been continuously developed from the 
pioneer piano-player— brought out in 1895—to the truly wonderful instrument 
of to-day. 








For sale in all the principal cities. Descriptive literature upon request 


THE WILCOX & WHITE CO. 
Established 1876 MERIDEN, CONN. 
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Finished musicians and music lovers in 
general are unanimous in their approval of 


GABLER PIANOS 


(Famous for 53 years) 








PURITY OF TONE, DURABILITY 
of CONSTRUCTION and ORIGI- 
NALITY of DESIGN have placed the 
Gabler among the foremost pianos of the 
world, and have made it a favorite with 
musical artists. 


| You can own a Gabler Piano 
| and pay for it easily by our 
| special plan. Write for full 
information and for catalogue 
and booklets. 


ERNEST GABLER & BRO. 


(Established 1854) 


465 Whitlock Avenue NEW YORK 
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Military rank is expressed by outward symbol. 
A Commander-in-Chief is easily distinguished from a 


private. 

‘‘COLUMBIA’”’ is the Record symbol that distinguishes 
the Chief from the mediocre. 

The supreme rank of Columbia Records is due to our PROCESS of 
making records. 

The JUDGES of the United States Circuit Court of Appeals, in a 
recent decision, affirmed the absolute superiority of the Columbia Record 


making PROCESS. 
The JURIES of every International Exposition confirm it, by conferring 


highest awards. 

Your own comparison of Columbia Records with any other make will 
satisfy you that in every point Columbia outranks them all. 

The enormous repertory of Columbia Records is constantly being 
increased by our Laboratories in the great musical centers of the World. 

The May list of Columbia Disc and Cylinder Records is especially fine. 
You can’t resist buying when you hear them. 


COLUMBIA RECORDS FIT ALL MAKES OF TALKING MACHINES AND 
GREATLY IMPROVE THE TONE QUALITY OF ANY MACHINE 


COLUMBIA PHONOGRAPH CO., Gen’ 


353 BROADWAY, NEW YORK 
951-953 Van Ness Ave., San Francisco 





















88 Wabash Avenue, Chicago 

















D wwble Grand Prize, St. Louis, 1904. Grand Prize, Milan, 1906. 
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Grand Prix, Paris, 1900 
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“I'll tell you why I shoot the Auto loading Gun ’ 
said the old duck hunter. ‘{t handles so easily I 
can get a very qvick aim. I don’t have to 
bother tc reload it. It doesn’t pound my 








shoulder. It’s safe and the solid breech takes 
away any nervousness which I have with some 
guns. It does the work and it’s a pleasure to shoot 


er 





The price is moderate. Write for free catalogue and 
study this new Remington before you buy. 


REMINGTON ARMS COMPANY 
Ilion, N. Y. 


Agency: 315 Broadway Sales Office: 515 Market St. 
New York City, San Francisco, Ca 











SHELLS 


The sportsman who buys shells carelessly 


often cheats himself and misleads the dealer as 
want 


to what the shooters actually want. You 
U.M.C. Shells. Ask for them. Insist’ on 
They have wonderful primers, the 


them. 
best wadding in the world—are made of 
the finest materials by expert workmen. 
They give results. That’s what you 
want. 
Specify U.M.C. Arrow or Nitro 
Club Shells. 


The Union Metallic Cartridge Company, 
BRIDGEPORT, CONN. 


Agency, 313 Broadway, New York City 


THE GREENWICH PRINTING COMPANY, NEW YORK, 
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“OUTDOOR SPORTS” 


improve my lady’s health, but play havoc with her complexion. 
And to the man who cares, the skin condition is of vital 1mportance. 


MENNEN BORATED TALCUM TOILET POWDER 


will protect any complexion from the effects of sun, wind and weather. Gives ime 
mediate relief from Prickly Heat, Chafing, Sunburn, and all skin troubles ot summer. 
After bathing and after shaving it is refreshing and delightful. 

Put up in non-refillable boxes—the ‘‘ box that lox’’—tor your protection. If Mennen’s 
face is on the cover it’s genuine and a guarantee of purity. Guaranteed under the Food 
and Drug Act, June 30th, 1906. Serial No. 1542. Sold everywhere, or by mail, 25 ccnts, 

SAMPLE FREE 


GERARD MENNEN CO.,, 42 Orange Street, Newark, N., J. 


Tey Mennen’s Violet (Borated) Talcum Toilet Powder. It has the scent of fresh cut Parma Violets. 











